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CHAPTER  XXIY. 
A    sailor's    will. 

After  a  troublesome  spell  of  stormy  weather  there 
happened  a  fine  afternoon;  and  when  the  evening 
drew  around,  the  shadow  was  richer  in  stars  than  any 
tropic  night  I  ever  beheld.  The  wind  was  light ;  the 
ocean  breathed  in  a  long  swell  from  the  north;  the 
atmosphere  was  frosty,  but  sweet  and  comfortably 
endurable. 

We  had  sent  down  our  royal-yards,  yet  to-night 
was  a  night  for  royals  and  studding-sails — a  night  to 
be  made  the  most  of.  The  ocean  was  off  guard, 
asleep,  and  easily  might  we  have  stolen  past  the 
slumbering  sentinel,  clothed  from  truck  to  waterway 
in  the  tall,  wide  wings  we  had  expanded  in  the 
north.  But  the  old  villain  was  not  to  be  trusted; 
'twas  but  a  snort  and  a  stir  with  him  down  here, 
then  a  hideous  black  cloud  flying  at  your  ship,  and 
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hail  and  wind  to  which  the  stoutest  must  give  his 
back. 

So  this  evening  Ave  flapped  slowly  onw^ards  under 
topgallant-sails  and  courses,  and  the  long  naked  poles 
of  the  rojiil-inasts  made  a  wreck  of  the  fabric  to  the 
eye  up  aloft  as  they  swung  the  dim  buttons  of  their 
trucks  under  the  stars. 

It  was  seven  o'clock.  I  had  an  hour  to  smoke  my 
pipe  in  before  my  watch  came  round.  I  stood  on  the 
brig's  quarter,  leaning  upon  the  bulwark  rail.  The 
sea  ran  in  thick,  noiseless  folds  like  black  grease,  and 
1  hung  smoking  and  hearkening  to  a  queer  respira- 
tion out  upon  the  water — the  noise  of  the  blowing  of 
grampuses  sunk  in  the  blackness.  Presently  my  name 
v/as  pronounced.  I  turned,  and  by  the  light  in  the 
companion-way  beheld  the  figure  of  the  boy  Jimmy. 

"  What  is  it  ? " 

"  The  captain  w^ants  to  see  you,  master." 

I  knocked  the  fire  out  of  my  pipe. 

"AVhat  is  wrong?"  said  I,  in  a  voice  of  awe,  for 
even  as  the  lad  had  called,  my  thoughts  were  busy 
with  the  dying  man,  and  my  heart  heavy  with 
sadness. 

"  The  captain's  very  bad  to-night,  master." 

This  Avas  the  third  day  Greaves  had  kept  his  berth 
without  attempting  or  expressing  a  wish  to  leave  it. 
During  these  days  he  had  been  more  than  usually 
rambling  and   incoherent,  msoniuch   that   my  visits 


A  SAILOR'S    WILL  3 

had  been  brief  because  there  was  nothmg  to  be  said. 
I  had  looked  in  upon  him  merely  to  satisfy  myself  on 
his  condition.  I  knew  not  how  I  should  find  him 
now,  and  sat  me  down  on  a  chest  beside  his  bunk. 
Galloon  lay  on  the  deck.  The  lamp  gave  a  strong- 
light  ;  Greaves  saw  me,  and  I  him  very  plain.  There 
was  an  intelligence  in  his  looks  that  had  been  want- 
ing— his  countenance  Avas  knitted  into  its  old  ex- 
pression of  mind,  as  though  by  an  effort  of  the 
faculties. 

"  D'ye  know,  Fielding,  I  fear  that  I  am  very  ill  ?  " 
said  he  in  a  weak  voice. 

"  You  do  not  feel  worse,  I  hope  ? "  said  I. 

"  I  don't  like  my  sensations ;  I  don't  understand 
them.     It  has  crossed  my  mmd  that  I  am  dying." 

"  111  you  are  and  have  been,  captain ;  yet  less  ill  to- 
night, it  seems  to  me,  than  you  were  yesterday.  God 
preserve  you  !  What  can  I  do  ?  Here  we  are,  out  upon 
the  Avide  sea,  nothing  but  Spanish  ports  to  make  for  ; 
but  say  the  word  and  I'll  head  the  brig  for  the  port  you 
shall  name.  We  must  forfeit  our  dollars,  but  3^our 
life  stands  first." 

"  It  is  too  late,"  he  said. 

"  For  God's  sake  don't  say  that !  Ought  I  to  have 
sought  help  on  the  coast  ? " 

"  It  is  too  late,"  he  repeated,  and  sank  into  a  silence 
that  lasted  a  minute  or  two. 

"  Have  you  believed  that  I  am  dying  ?  "  said  he. 
B  2 
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"  I  have  believed  you  ill — sometimes  very  ilL" 

"  It  will  be  hard  to  die  here,  all  this  way  from 
home.  The  launch  over  the  side  makes  a  deep  burial. 
I  buried  a  man  hereabouts  last  voyage,  and —  How 
deep  is  it  ?  Has  he  touched  the  bottom  yet  ? — with  a 
twenty-four-pound  shot  at  his  heels  too." 

"  Don't  think  of  such  things." 

"  I  am  not  afraid  to  die,  but  I  wish  there  was  a 
priest  aboard — someone  to  help  me  to  steady  my 
thoughts.  I  believe  in  all  that  should  make  a  man  a 
good  Christian.     What's  the  time  ? " 

"  A  Httle  after  eight,  sir." 

"  What  noise  of  hissing  is  that  ? " 

"  Grampuses  have  been  blowing  out  to  larboard  ; 
some  may  have  come  alongside." 

"  Ay,  me ! "  he  cried.  "  There  is  the  hand  of  the 
devil  in  this  snatching  away  of  my  life  noiv,  when  the 
days  show  brightly,  and  my  head  is  full  of  plans  of 
goodness.     How  about  the  money,  Fielding  ?  " 

"  What  money,  sir  ?  " 

"  Mine,  mine,"  he  exclaimed  with  irritation.  "Yours 
you'll  keep  and  welcome,  and  don't  let  the  spending  of 
it  damn  ye.  Mine,  I  say.  What's  to  become  of  it  ? 
If  I  die,  what's  to  become  of  my  money  ?  Must  it  go 
to  Tulp  ?  By  Is  ten,  no,  then ! "  he  exclaimed  with  a 
rather  crazy  laugh. 

"  Have  you  any  relations  ?  " 

"  Tulp's  no  relation." 
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"  Have  you  no  relation  whatever  ?  ' 

"  None,  I  tell  ye." 

"  Few  men  can  say  that/'  said  I  doubtingly. 

"  Fielding,  I  am  dying,  and  I  will  leave  my  money 
to  God." 

He  spoke  faintly ;  his  appearance  was  very  alarm- 
ing ;  his  eyes  moved  slowly  and  strangely. 

"Tell  me  your  wishes.  If  I  live,  they  shall  be 
carried  out." 

He  repeated  in  a  Ioav  voice  that  he  would  leave 
his  money  to  God. 

"  In  what  form  can  this  be  done  ? "  said  I,  fearing 
that  his  mind  was  giving  way  again: 

"I  will  leave  my  money  to  the  Church,"  he 
answered. 

"  What  Church  ? " 

He  made  no  answer. 

"  What  Church,  captain  ? "  I  repeated,  bending 
my  face  to  his. 

"  Rome,"  he  answered. 

"  In  what  religion  did  your  mother  die  ?  "  said  I. 

His  eyes  ceased  to  wander ;  he  gazed  at  me  stead- 
fastly ;  but  as  he  was  silent,  I  again  asked  him  in 
what  faith  his  mother  had  died. 

"  She  was  a  Protestant,"  he  answered ;  "  she  be- 
longed to  the  Church  of  England." 

"  Leave  your  money  to  the  Church  in  whose  faith 
your  mother  sleeps.     Should  not  a  mother's  faith  be 
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the  holiest  of  all  to  a  child  ?  Captain,  there  is  no 
better  faith  than  was  your  mother's." 

"  Wlio  talks  to  me  of  my  mother  ? "  said  he.  "  She 
married  Bartholomew  Tulp.  Well,  she  was  a  very 
good  woman.  She  has  gone  to  God.  She  was  poor 
— she  married  for  a  home,  and  to  help  me,  as  I  have 
often  since  believed.  I  will  leave  my  money  to  her 
memory.     What  time  is  it  ?  " 

I  again  told  him  the  time. 

"  How  is  the  weather  ? " 

"  A  fine,  quiet  night." 

"  There  is  water  in  that  can  ;  give  mc  a  drink." 

When  he  had  drunk  he  asked  me  to  lift  the  dog, 
that  he  might  pat  his  head.  He  feebly,  with  a  pale, 
thin  hand,  touched  the  ears  of  the  poor  beast ;  and  as 
he  did  so,  I  thought  of  that  time  when  I  lay  in 
a  hammock,  trembling  and  helpless,  with  a  weakness 
as  of  death,  and  when  he  had  lifted  Galloon,  that  I 
might  kiss  the  dog  that  had  saved  my  life. 

"  Who  has  the  watch  ?  " 

"  Bol,  sir." 

"  Will  you  write  for  me,  Fielding  ?  " 

"  Anything  will  I  do  for  you." 

I  seated  myself  at  the  Httle  table  that  was  near  his 
bunk.  It  was  furnished  with  ink  and  quills.  I  opened 
a  drawer  and  found  paper,  and  waited  for  him  to  speak. 

"  Tulp  shall  not  have  my  money,"  said  he  ;  "  the 
old  rogue  is  rich,  and  he  has  a  noble  share  in  what  is 
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below.  Too  much — too  much.  And  yet  it  was  his 
venture.  Let  me  be  reasonable.  He  shall  not  have 
one  dollar  of  my  money,  by  God !  If  I  die,  and  the 
money  goes  home,  he  will  take  it.  I  would  see  him 
damned  before  he  touched  a  dollar  of  my  money. 
Hasn't  he  enough  ? " 

"More  than  enough." 

"I  will  leave  the  money  to  the  memory  of  my 
mother.  The  thought  comforts  me.  I  was  her  only 
child — I  left  her  very  young;  I  was  not  to  her  as 
I  should  have  been.     Write,  Fielding." 

He  dictated,  but  ramblingly,  with  so  much  of 
incoherence — indeed,  breaking  off  to  talk  to  himself,  to 
ask  the  time,  to  whisper  some  sea  adventure,  which 
he  would  go  half  through  with  and  then  drop — that 
even  if  my  memory  carried  what  he  said  it  would  be 
mere  silliness  in  the  reading.  However,  his  wish  was 
to  dictate  a  will,  which  was  to  be  embodied  in  a  very 
few  sentences.  So  when  he  had  made  an  end  and  lay 
still,  I  Avrote  as  follows — 

*' Brig  Black  Watch,  at  sea.  February  the  24th,  1815. 
This  is  the  last  will  and  testament  of  me,  Michael  Greaves, 
master  of  the  above  brig — at  the  time  of  signing  this  in 
full  command  of  my  senses.  I  hereby  bequeath  all  the 
money  I  have  in  the  world  to  the  Church  of  England,  in 
memory  of  my  mother ;  and  I  desire  that  the  money  I  thus 
bequeath  may  be  devoted  to  a  memorial  that  shall  for  ever 
perpetuate  the  love  I  bear  to  the  memory  of  my  mother, 
whose  soul  is  with  God." 
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It  was  the  best  form  of  will  I  could  devise,  know- 
ing little  of  sucli  matters ;  but  since  it  was  his  wish 
.'that  the  money  should  be  dedicated  to  God,  most 
reasonable  was  it  that  I,  as  an  Englishman,  should 
wish  to  see  it  bequeathed  to  the  Church  of  my  own 
and  of  his  country.  And  I  was  the  warmer  in  this 
desire  in  that  the  money  was  Spanish ;  by  which 
I  mean  that  nothing  could  be  more  proper  than  that 
the  dollars  of  the  most  bigoted  people  in  all  creation 
in  religious  matters,  should  go  to  the  support  of  the 
purest,  the  most  Hberal,  the  very  noblest  of  all 
Churches.  Bear  ye  in  mind,  it  was  the  year  1815 ; 
when  our  esteem  of  the  foreigner  and  his  faith  was 
not  as  it  is. 

"  What  have  you  ^vritten  ?  "  said  he. 

I  read  aloud. 

"  It  will  do,"  he  exclaimed ;  "  read  it  again."  I 
did  so.  "  Will  not  thirty  thousand  pounds  build  a 
church  ? "  said  he. 

"  It  will  build  a  ship,"  said  I.  "  I  know  nothing  of 
the  cost  of  building  a  church." 

"  Write  down  that  1  want  a  church  built,"  said  he. 

This  I  did. 

"  Write  do^\Ti,"  said  he,  "  that  I  leave  one  thousand 
pounds  to  you,  for  having  saved  my  life." 

I  hesitated  and  looked  at  him,  and  then  said,  "  My 
dear  friend,  I  thank  you,  but  you  have  put  enough  m 
my  way." 


A  SAILOR'S   WILL.  9 

"  Write  it  down,  T\Tite  it  do^\Ti,"  he  cried.  I  wrote 
as  he  dictated.  "  Now,"  said  he,  "  can  I  sign  ? "  and 
he  Hfted  his  hand  as  though  feeling  for  strength  to 
control  a  pen. 

I  opened  the  door  and  called  to  Jimmy,  who  was 
putting  Avine  and  biscuit  on  the  table.  I  asked  the 
lad  if  he  could  ^vrite.  He  answered,  "  No."  I  put  a 
pen  into  Greaves's  hand,  and  he  scratched  his  sig- 
nature under  the  three  clauses  I  had  ^vritten  down. 
His  vision  was  dim,  and  he  saw  T\dth  difficulty  when 
it  came  to  his  writing,  but  on  my  directing  the  point 
of  the  pen  in  his  hand  to  the  paper  he  wrote  with 
some  vigour.  I  bade  Jimmy  take  notice  of  what  I 
was  about  to  read ;  and  when  I  had  read,  I  signed  my 
name,  and  the  lad  made  his  mark,  which  I  ^ntnessed. 

All  this  was  very  mnocent.  I  was  a  sailor,  with 
no  more  knowledge  of  the  law  than  a  ship's  figure- 
head, and  little  dreamed  that  I  was  rendering  my 
interest  in  poor  Greaves's  will  worthless  by  attesting  it. 
But,  as  things  turned  out,  it  mattered  nothing,  as  you 
shall  read. 

Jimmy  went  into  the  cabin  to  wait  on  the  lady. 

"  Will  you  or  shall  I  keep  this  will  ? "  said  I. 

"  You,"  he  answered.  "  I  give  you  Galloon,"  said 
he  after  a  pause,  and  now  speaking  with  the  faintness 
I  had  observed  in  him  when  I  first  arrived.  "  You'll 
love  him,  Fielding." 

I  put  my  cheek  to  the  dog's  face.     "  I  am  glad  to 
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have  your  wishes,"  said  I.  "  Should  you  be  taken 
before  we  get  home  I  shall  know  what  to  do,  if  I 
outlive  you."  He  feebly  smiled.  "  Oh,  but  the  risks 
of  the  sea  are  many — ive  know  that.  A  man  goes 
with  his  life  in  one  hand.  You  are  far  from  dead  yet. 
It  is  I  who  may  be  the  dying  man." 

"  I  wish  there  was  a  priest  on  board  to  settle  my 
doubts,"  said  he,  scarcely  above  a  whisper,  and  now 
his  eyes  began  to  look  strangely  again. 

"  What  are  your  doubts  ?  " 

"  Is  there  a  hell.  Fielding  ? " 

"  Not  for  sailors,  captain." 

He  steadied  his  eyes,  and  smiled  with  an  odd 
parting  of  his  lips,  that  was  like  the  first  of  a  gape. 

"  Not  for  sailors,  sir,"  said  I.  "  Hell  is  here  for 
them.     There  can't  be  two  hells  for  the  same  man." 

"  I'd  hke  to  think  that,"  said  he.  "  I  am  afraid  of 
going  to  hell.  I've  been  afraid  of  dying  ever  since 
they  put  the  notion  of  the  devil  into  my  head.  I 
told  ye  just  now  I  wasn't  afraid  of  death.  Nor  am  I 
when  I  forget  the  devil.  I  forgot  him  then.  Now 
he's  back  again.  Give  me  some  water,  and  open  the 
scuttle — it's  grown  blasted  hot,  hasn't  it  ? " 

He  sat  up  on  a  sudden,  and  immediately  after- 
wards sank  back.  Again  I  gave  him  to  drink,  and 
opened  the  scuttle  as  he  desired. 

He  now  rambled.  Some  of  his  imaginations  were 
wild  and  striking.     They  even  struck  an  awe  into  me, 
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though  perhaps  much  of  their  impressivencss  lay  in 
their  falling  from  dying  lips.  His  poor  head  ran  on 
religion — and  sometimes  he  was  to  be  saved,  and 
sometimes  he  was  to  be  damned ;  and  then  he  would 
forget,  and  babble  about  what  he  meant  to  do  when 
he  got  home ;  how  so  much  of  his  money  would  go  in 
giving  clothes  and  food  to  the  poor,  and  how  he'd 
collect  many  kinds  of  animals  and  use  them  well, 
fearing  them,  for  who  was  to  tell  what  souls  of  men 
they  contained ;  and  there  might  be  a  human  sorrow 
in  the  bleat  of  a  goat,  and  a  man's  passions  in  the 
silence  of  a  suffering  horse. 

I  cannot  tell  you  what  he  talked  about.  It  matters 
not.  Yet  one  strange  thing  that  happened  this  even- 
ing let  me  note.  It  was  this.  He  had  sunk  into 
silence,  and  I  was  about  to  quit  his  cabin  for  the  deck. 
He  had  been  talking  very  wildly,  and  sometimes,  to 
my  young,  green,  superstitious  mind,  almost  terrify- 
ingly ;  then  had  fallen  still  all  in  a  moment,  his  eyes 
closed,  his  lips  shut.  I  stooped  to  look  at  him,  then 
turned  to  go,  as  I  have  said.  My  hand  was  on  the 
door,  when  I  heard  his  voice — 

"  Fielding,  will  ye  sing  ? " 

I  went  back  wondering,  and  asked  him  what  he 
said. 

"  Will  ye  sing  ?  "  he  exclaimed. 

I  supposed  this  a  part  of  his  sad,  dying  nonsense 
yet,  to  humour  him,  answered — 
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"  I  will  sing  for  you,  captain." 

"  Sing  me  '  Tom  Bowling/  "  said  he. 

I  sat  down,  and  Galloon  laid  his  head  on  my  knee. 
My  voice  was  broken,  but  I  strove  to  put  a  cheerful- 
ness into  it,  and  sang  the  opening  verse  of  "  Tom 
Bowhng."  He  lay  quiet  whilst  I  sang.  When  I  came 
to  the  end  of  the  verse,  he  looked  at  me,  and  when  I 
paused,  believing  he  had  had  enough,  he  sang  the 
closing  hues  in  a  feeble  voice — 

"  Faithful  below  he  did  his  duty, 
And  now  he's  gone  aloft." 

When  he  ceased,  his  eyes  were  full  of  tears.  He 
put  out  his  hand,  and  I  took  it,  myself  w^eeping,  for 
the  sight  of  his  tears  had  unmanned  me.  I  felt  a 
gentle  pressure.  He  then  turned  his  face  to  the  ship's 
side ;  and  after  I  had  watched  by  him  for  about  five 
minutes,  during  which  he  breathed  quietly,  but  spoke 
not,  I  passed  out  and  went  on  deck. 

Whether  Greaves  feared  death  or  not  I  don't 
know.  I  will  not,  however,  believe  he  thought  he 
was  dying.  Frequently  will  a  man  tell  you  that  he  is 
dying  when  his  belief  is  the  other  way.  His  fears 
betray  the  succours  of  his  hopes. 

Happily,  from  this  night  Greaves  lost  his  senses, 
sank  into  a  lethargy,  and  lay  motionless  as  death  for 
hours  ;  then  awoke,  but  never  to  consciousness,  though 
often  he  would  call  out  from  amid  the  darkness  that 
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lay  upon  him,  with  so  much  reason  in  his  exclamations 
as  made  me  imagine  his  mind  was  returned.  AVhat- 
ever  he  said  that  had  sense  was  nautical.  Once  he 
put  the  brig  about  in  his  wanderings.  He  startled 
me,  who  had  entered  his  cabin  but  a  minute  or  two 
before,  by  a  sharp,  hard  cry  of — 

"  Ready  about ! " 

He  followed  on  with  the  proper  orders,  pausing, 
with  all  the  judgment  you  could  imagine,  for  the 
intervals ;  and  when  he  supposed  he  had  got  the  brig 
on  the  other  tack,  the  bowlines  triced  out,  and  the 
gear  coiled  away,  he  whispered  awhile  briskly. 

"  Now  she  stumps  it,"  said  he.  "  Clap  the  jigger 
on  that  main- tack,  my  lads !  Get  a  small  pull  of  the 
weather  main-royal  brace.  Flatten  in  that  jib-sheet 
there.  Damme,  Mr.  Walker,  we  don't  want  balloons 
on  our  jibbooms." 

So  would  he  wander,  and  all  that  he  said  in  this 
way  was  sensible. 

When  he  lost  his  mind,  the  Lady  Aurora  offered  to 
nurse  him.  He  did  not  recognise  her  ;  and  down  to 
the  hour  of  his  death,  she  was  in  and  out  of  his  cabin, 
dressing  little  delicate  messes  of  fowl  and  tortoise  and 
the  like  in  the  caboose,  feeding  him,  damping  the 
sweat  from  his  face,  ministering  to  him  in  many 
ways.  He  would  have  died  quickly  but  for  her. 
Jimmy  had  no  knowledge  of  feeding  or  preparing 
food  for  him.     Not  a  soul  of  the  rough  junks  forward 
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were  fit  for  such  work ;  and  the  business  of  the  brig 
kept  my  hands  full. 

The  day  before  Greaves  died,  I  entered  his  cabin, 
and  found  the  lady  on  her  knees  beside  his  bunk. 
She  looked  slowly  round  on  my  entering,  crossed 
herself,  rose,  and,  putting  her  hand  upon  my  arm, 
whispered  in  English — 

"  Shall  he  not  die  Catolique  ?  " 

I  answered  with  one  of  those  shrugs  which  I  had 
got  from  her. 

"  He  is  Catolique,"  said  she. 

"  No,"  said  I. 

"  But,  yes— but,  yes." 

"  Very  well,"  said  I. 

"  He  shall  die  Catolique,"  said  she,  "  or " 

And  now,  wanting  words,  she  signed  to  let  me 
know  that,  if  he  did  not  die  Catolique,  his  soul  went 
in  danger.  Happily,  we  had  not  language  for  argu- 
ment. Her  eyes  sparkled ;  she  looked  at  me  hotly. 
There  was  the  temper  of  the  religious  enthusiast  in 
the  whole  manner  of  her. 

"  Her  uncle  is  a  priest,"  thought  I.  "  There  may 
be  the  blood  of  an  Inquisitor  in  this  fine  woman," 
I  thought.  "  Ay,  and  even  though  she  was  my  mis- 
tress, and  I  her  impassioned  sweetheart,  and  even 
though  she  loved  me  with  the  jealous  heat  of  a 
Spanish  heart,  all  the  same  is  she  just  the  sort  of 
party  to  order  me,"  thought  I,  "to   the   stake,  and 
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watch  me  witli  an  iinmoYed  face  Avhilst  I  was  doing 
to  a  turn,  if  she  supposed  the  burnt-offering  of  a  shell- 
back would  help  her  with  the  saints  and  give  her 
Jack's  soul  a  true  course." 

Here  poor  Greaves,  who  had  lain  motionless, 
suddenly  let  out.     He  seemed  to  be  hailing  a  boat. 

"\ATay  the  devil  don't  you  pull  your  larboard 
oars  ?  You  infernal  lubbers  !  what's  the  good  of  all 
hands  pulling  to  starboard  ?  Look  at  the  boat.  T?tis 
is  the  ship,  you  fools — there!  Kotv  ye've  done  it. 
Plague  take  ye.  Twenty  stone  of  prime  beef 
foundered !  Lower  a  boat  and  pick  'em  up.  Lower 
a  boat  and  pick — lower  a  boat — lower " 

"  He  shall  die  CatoHque,"  said  Miss  Aurora. 

In  what  faith  he  departed  this  life  is  known  to  his 
Maker.  Greaves  went  under  hatches  next  day,  in  the 
afternoon,  at  one  o'clock.  A  strong  wind  was  blowing, 
a  high  sea  running ;  it  was  bitterly  cold ;  the  windward 
horizon  was  sullen  with  the  black  shadows  of  clouds, 
out  of  which  the  dark  green  seas  ridged  in  hills,  with 
such  a  toss  of  spray  from  every  foaming  head  that 
the  wind  sparkled  w^th  the  flying  brine.  The  brig 
laboured  heavily.  She  was  under  small  canvas,  and 
the  sea  broke  against  her  in  a  sound  of  gims.  I  was 
watching  her  anxiously,  intending  if  it  came  harder 
to  heave  her  to.  The  blubbered  face  of  Jimmy 
showed  in  the  companion-way. 

"  Master,"  said  he,  "  the  captain's  dead." 
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I  spied  Bol  to  leeward  of  the  caboose,  bawled  to 
him  to  lay  aft,  and  stepped  below. 

Yes,  Greaves  lay  dead.  The  peace  of  eternity 
was  upon  his  face,  the  peace  that  comes  not  mitil  the 
noise  of  the  clock  falls  upon  the  deaf  ear.  At  every 
other  moment  the  thick  glass  scuttle  through  which 
the  daylight  came,  rolled  in  thunder  under  water,  and 
was  hidden  in  whiteness ;  then  a  dark  green  shadow 
was  in  the  cabin  ;  then  the  light  brightened  as  the 
weeping  glass  was  lifted.  It  was  like  being  buried  in 
the  sea  with  the  dead  man,  to  stand  in  that  cabin 
and  listen  to  the  roar  of  water  round  about,  and  mark 
the  green  dimness,  like  daylight  dying  out. 

I  stood  looking  at  Greaves.  Beside  me  crouched 
Galloon.  Every  now  and  again  the  dog  uttered  a  sort 
of  low,  sobbing  howl.  How  did  he  know  that  his 
master  was  dead  ?  /  can't  tell.  He  crouched  beside 
me,  I  say,  weeping  in  his  way,  and  I  dare  swear  that  he 
better  knew  the  captain  was  dead  than  I,  who  indeed 
guessed  him  dead  by  his  looks,  though  I  would  not 
have  buried  him  in  that  hour  for  a  million. 

I  drew  the  head  of  the  blanket  over  the  poor 
man's  face,  and  went  to  the  door,  Avith  a  call  to 
Galloon  to  follow.     The  dog  did  not  stir. 

"  Come,"  cried  I,  and  approached  him.  He 
growled  fiercely,  and  I  saw  danger  in  his  eye.  "  Well, 
poor  beast,"  said  T  in  my  heart,  "  you  shall  watch  and 
mourn  in  your  fashion  ; "  and  I  came  away,  and  sat 
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down  at  the  cabin  table,  and  leaned  my  head  upon 
my  hand  to  let  pass  an  oppression  of  tears  that  had 
visited  my  throat  and  was  darkening  my  sight. 

I  had  saved  his  life,  and  he  mine  ;  we  had  spent 
many  weeks  together,  exchanged  many  thoughts, 
together  paced  out  man}^  a  long  hour  of  the  day  and 
night ;  he  had  been  my  friend,  shipmate,  messmate, 
and  I  knew  not  how  warm  was  my  love  for  him  until 
now.  The  sea  brings  men  close  together,  and  there  is 
the  companionship  of  peril  and  a  sense  of  isolation 
and  remoteness  that  is  binding.  A  man  is  missed  at 
sea  as  he  never  can  be  missed  ashore.  Ashore  is  a 
vast  field  filled  with  distractions  for  the  mind :  the 
greatest  ship  is  but  a  speck  on  the  deep ;  you  may 
walk  the  length  of  her,  and  descend  to  the  depths  of 
her  in  a  few  minutes,  and  over  the  side  is  the 
monotony  of  heaven  and  water,  thrusting  the  spirit 
back  upon  its  imprisonment  of  bulwarks,  and  com- 
pelling the  mind  to  perpetual  consideration  of  all  the 
life  that  is  contained  within  the  narrow  walls  of 
timber. 

I  raised  my  head  and  found  the  Lady  Aurora 
sitting  opposite  me.  She  may  have  come  from  her 
cabin  quietly  or  not:  her  movements  were  not  to 
have  been  heard  amid  the  straming  sounds  of  that 
tossing  interior. 

"  The  poor  captain  is  dead,"  said  she. 

"  Yes,"  I  answered. 
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"  Blessed  Virgin,  lie  has  suffered.  He  is  now  at 
peace,"  said  she,  partly  in  English,  partly  in  Spanish. 

"  Were  you  with  him  Avhen  he  died  ?  "  I  called  to 
the  boy,  who  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  companion- 
steps,  white  and  grinning. 

"  Yes,  master." 

"  Come  here,  my  lad.  Did  he  speak  before  he 
died  ? " 

"  Master,  he  lifted  up  his  right  hand  and  sung  out 
'  From  under ! '  then  rattled." 

"  How  did  you  know  he  was  dead  ? " 

"  I  saw  father  die,  master ;  and  last  voyage  the 
cook  died,  and  I  saw  him  go." 

Miss  Aurora  looked  as  if  she  would  have  me 
interpret  Greaves's  dying  exclamation.  I  drained  a 
tumbler  of  rum-and-water  to  cheer  me,  and  going  on 
deck  found  Yan  Bol  standing  beside  the  companion- 
way  waiting. 

"  Vhas  der  captain  deadt  ? "  said  he. 

"  He  is  dead,"  I  answered. 

"  Und  vhat  vas  to  become  of  her  share,  Mr. 
Fielding  ?  " 

"  He'll  not  be  cold  for  some  hours,  and  he  keeps 
his  share  till  we  bury  him." 

I  walked  away.  When  I  turned,  the  Dutchman 
still  stood  where  I  had  left  him,  looldng  toAvards  me. 
He  then  rolled  forwards  and  entered  the  caboose. 

There  was  no  more  weight  of  wind.     In  a  few 
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hours'  time  I  should  be  keepmg  the  brig  more  off  for 
the  Horn.  I  forget  our  latitude  on  the  day  of 
Greaves's  death.  It  was  something  south  of  the 
parallel  of  the  Horn,  and  our  longitude  was  right  for 
a  shift  of  the  helm. 

I  walked  the  deck,  thinking  much  of  Greaves. 
What  had  killed  him  ?  He  had  been  long  a-dying — 
ever  since  his  island,  indeed.  Xo  doubt  that  injury 
betwixt  his  ribs  had  brought  about  his  death,  and  1 
reckoned  his  craziness  to  have  been  a  consequence  of 
that  injury ;  though,  to  be  sure,  his  mind,  as  we  would 
say  at  sea,  had  been  launched  with  a  list.  But  he 
was  dead ;  and  I  was  alone  in  the  brig,  with  a  treasure 
of  half  a  million  of  silver  to  carry  home,  and  with  a 
crew  of  men  I  did  not  trust. 

No,  it  was  not  Bol's  cjuestion  that  had  startled  me. 
The  moment  I  came  on  deck  after  leaving  the  dead 
captain  I  realised  my  loneliness,  and  all  my  old  mis- 
givings stormed  in  upon  me  till,  I  give  you  my  word, 
I  stood  with  my  back  upon  the  helm,  panting  as 
after  a  run,  with  the  sudden  passion  of  anxiety  that 
uprose. 

Presently,  after  walking  and  reasoning  myself  into 
something  of  soberness,  I  thought  I  would  have  Yan 
Bol  aft.  I  called  ;  he  put  his  head  out  of  the  caboose  ; 
I  beckoned,  and  he  approached,  thrusting  his  pipe 
into  his  breeches  pocket.  It  Avas  his  watch  below, 
and  he  had  a  right  to  smoke  on  deck. 
c  2 
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"  The  captain  is  dead,"  said  I ;  "  let  us  talk  of  the 
affairs  of  the  brig." 

"  I  vhas  villing  to  talk,  but  you  valked  off,  Mr. 
Fielding." 

"  I  Avalked  off  because  I  was  fresh  from  the  side 
of  a  friend  who  is  dead." 

"  I  vhas  sorry,  too.  He  vhas  a  goodt  sailor.  When 
did  you  bury  him  ? " 

"  To-morrow." 

''  He  vhas  steeched  up  by  me  himself.  I  makes  a 
good  shob  of  him  out  of  respect  to  you,  Mr.  Fielding." 

"  What  change  is  to  come  about  ?  If  I  have 
charge  of  the  brig,  I  can't  keep  watch." 

"  If  you  vhas  not  in  sharge,  Mr.  Fielding,  der  brick 
vhas  der  Flying  Doytchman." 

"  You'll  be  chief  mate,  then.  Whom  can  you 
trust  to  act  as  second — to  keep  a  look-out,  I  mean  ? " 

"  Plindfold  me,  und  der  man  I  touch  is  der  man 
you  vant.  Vere  der  eggs  vhas  all  ash  one  der  voorst 
vhas  der  best." 

"  Let  the  men  choose  for  themselves,  then." 

"  Dot  shall  be Und  vhat  vhas  our  port,  Mr. 

Fielding  ? " 

"  Our  port  ?  Our  port  ? — why — why "  I  stag- 
gered in  my  speech,  for,  now  that  Greaves  was  dead, 
what  name  was  I  to  give  the  place  we  were  bound  to  ? 

"  Vhas  she  to  be  Amsterdam  ? " 

"  No ;  you  and  I  will  talk  of  this  later  on." 
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He  nodded  emphatically,  a  large  and  heavy  nod 
of  approbation. 

He  left  me  after  we  had  been  talking  for  about 
half  an  hour.  I  then  heard  a  melancholy  noise  of 
crying  in  the  cabin.  I  went  below,  and  found  Galloon 
at  Greaves's  door,  howling  dismally.  I  told  Jimmy  to 
let  the  dog  in,  and  resumed  my  walk  and  lonely 
look-out  on  deck.  Lord,  what  a  melancholy  day  was 
that  in  my  life  !  The  desolation  of  the  sea  was  in  it. 
I  see  that  ocean  now — its  hills  of  Hquid  lead  pour 
into  foam,  the  grey  shape  of  an  albatross  hovers  off 
the  quarter,  there  is  a  constant  flash  and  leap  of 
hissing  whiteness  at  the  bow,  and  the  black  running 
gear  is  curved  to  leeward  by  the  gale. 

I  looked  into  Greaves's  cabin  before  sitting  down 
to  supper.  Galloon  lay  upon  the  breast  of  the  dead 
man,  and  whined  dismally  when  I  entered.  I  un- 
covered the  face,  to  make  sure  of  the  death  in  it ;  and 
the  dog,  when  he  saw  his  master's  face,  barked  low 
and  strangely,  and  licked  the  cheek  of  the  dead.  I 
hid  the  face  once  more,  and  went  out.  The  dog 
would  not  follow. 

Little  passed  at  table  between  the  Lady  Aurora 
and  me.  The  gloom  of  death  was  upon  us,  and  I  was 
too  cold  and  sad  at  heart,  too  oppressed  with  anxiety 
to  attempt  one  of  our  broken  and  motioning  talks. 

At  eight  o'clock  Bol  came  aft  to  stitch  up  the 
body  in  canvas.     With  him  came  William  Galen,  a 
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freckled  countryman  of  Bol's.  I  watched  the  brig 
whilst  they  went  below;  very  dark  was  the  night, 
with  a  sort  of  swarming  of  the  seas  to  the  vessel  that 
gave  her  the  most  uncomfortable  motion  I  ever 
remember.  But  the  wind  was  sinking,  and  by  this 
hour  we  had  shaken  a  reef  out  of  the  topsails,  and 
had  set  the  main  topgallant-sail,  and  the  little  ship 
rushed  along  wet  and  in  blackness  fore  and  aft,  her 
head  now  something  to  the  south  of  east,  fair  for  the 
passage  of  the  Horn. 

Bol  and  his  mate  had  not  been  above  three 
minutes  in  the  cabin  when  I  heard  a  commotion 
below — the  furious  barking  of  a  dog,  deep  roars,  and 
thunderous  shouts  and  Dutch  oaths.  I  rushed  into 
the  cabin,  crying  to  the  sailors  not  to  hurt  the  poor 
beast. 

"She  has  tore  mine  breek,"  shouted  Bol,  "und 
bitten  Galen  to  der  bone  of  her  thumb." 

I  bade  them  stand  out  of  sight,  and  Jimmy  and  I 
went  in ;  but  the  dog  was  not  to  be  coaxed  away  from 
his  master.  There  Avas  nothing  for  it  but  to  smother 
and  carry  him  out  in  a  blanket,  and  let  him  loose  in 
an  adjacent  berth.  The  struggle  with  the  beast  cap- 
sized my  stomach.  He  had  crouched  upon  the  dead 
body,  and  our  catching  at  him  and  smothering  him, 
and  dragging  him  out  of  the  bunk  in  a  blanket,  had 
given  a  horrid  semblance  of  life  to  the  poor  remains. 
The  half-closed  eyes  seemed  to  plead  for  repose,  and. 
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in  the  dance  of  the  lamplight,  the  pale  lips  stirred, 
and,  by  stirring,  entreated. 

"  Now  for  a  neat  shob,"  said  Bol. 

I  went  out  sick,  and  was  some  time  on  deck  ere  I 
rallied.  By-and-by  Bol  and  his  mate  came  up,  and 
the  boatswain  said — 

"  She  vhas  all  right  now.  How  many  men  vhas 
dis  dot  I  make  up  for  der  last  lieaf  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  I. 

"  Yell,  only  dwenty-dwo.  I  steech  oop  half  a  leedle 
ship's  company  mit  cholera.  Dere  vhas  fifteen  all 
toldt.  Sefen  diedt.  I  steech  'em  oop.  I  tell  you, 
Mr.  Fielding,  vhen  dot  shob  vhas  ofer  I  feels  like 
drinkin'." 

"  Vhas  he  to  be  all  night  below  ?  "  said  Galen. 

"  Yaw,"  said  I. 

"  Aboot  der  vatches,  Mr.  Fielding  ? "  exclaimed 
Bol. 

"  Let  that  matter  stand  till  we  bury  the  captain." 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir.     Galen  is  der  man,  I  belief." 

"  She  vhas  villing,"  said  Galen. 

I  left  the  deck  for  a  few  minutes,  to  view  the  body 
of  my  poor  friend  in  his  sea-shroud.  Miss  Aurora  sat 
at  the  table.  She  drummed  with  her  brilliant  fingers, 
and  her  head  rested  on  her  left  hand.  Her  face  was 
unusually  pale ;  her  eyes  large,  alarmed  and  fiery, 
and  blacker,  owmg  to  her  pallor,  than  they  commonly 
showed. 
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"  What  is  it  ? "  said  I,  conceiving  that  something 
was  wrong  with  her. 

"  Ave  Maria,  hark  !  "  cried  she. 

I  heard  Galloon  whining  and  complaining.  Never 
did  a  more  melanchoty,  depressing,  heart-subduing 
noise  thread  the  conflicting  uproar  of  a  shij)  in  labour. 
I  at  once  let  Galloon  into  the  captain's  cabin,  and 
paused  a  minute  to  view  the  shrouded  figure  upon  which 
the  dog  had  sprung;  and  I  remember  thinking  to  myself, 
"  Great  is  the  difference  between  the  dead  at  sea  and 
the  dead  ashore.  At  sea  the  dead  man  cannot  be 
tyrannous ;  but  ashore,  how  does  he  serve  his  relatives 
and  the  world  whom  he  leaves  behind  ?  A  dismal 
funeral  bell  is  rung  for  him,  and  the  spirits  of  a  whole 
district  are  dejected — the  spirits  of  a  wide  district 
that  may  never  have  heard  his  name,  or  that,  very 
well  knowing  his  name,  values  not  his  loss  at  the 
paring  of  a  finger-nail — are  sunk  because  of  that 
dreadful  knell.  He  obliges  his  survivors  to  draw 
do^\Ta  the  blinds  of  the  house  in  which  he  expires, 
and  for  the  inside  of  a  week  they  sit  in  gloom,  a  sort 
of  pariahs,  coming  and  going  with  fugitive  swiftness, 
miserable  all,  until  it  is  convenient  to  him  to  be 
buried.  He  defrauds  his  next-of-kin  of  good  money 
by  the  obligation  of  a  solemn  and  expensive  funeral. 
He  tyrannically  robs  his  relatives  by  obliging  them  to 
put  up  a  memorial  to  him.  But  at  sea !  A  piece  of 
canvas  and  a  twenty-four-pound  shot ;  a  little  hole  in 
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the  water,  which  is  gone  ere  the  eye  can  behold  it ! 
The  dead  cannot  be  tyrannous  at  sea. 

"  Senor  Fielding,"  said  my  Lady  Aurora,  rising  and 
holding  my  arm  as  I  was  about  to  pass,  "  I  cannot 
rest  down  here  with  the  dead." 

She  did  not  thus  speak,  but  this  was  my  interpre- 
tation of  her  words  and  signs.  I  regarded  her  and 
considered.  Where  could  she  lie,  if  not  in  the  cabin  ? 
This,  for  her,  was  a  miserable,  horrible  time,  in  as  wild 
a  passage  of  shipwreck  and  adventure  as  ever  woman 
lived  through,  and  my  heart  pitied  her.  It  mattered 
not  when  the  captain  should  be  buried ;  and  meeting 
her  eyes  again,  and  beholding  the  superstition  and 
fear  in  them,  I  looked  up  at  the  clock,  that  showed 
the  hour  to  be  a  little  after  ten,  and,  holding  up  my 
hands  and  afterwards  two  fingers,  I  said,  "Doce  de  la 
noche  "  ("  Twelve  of  the  night ") ;  and,  pointing  and 
signing,  gave  her  to  know  that  at  midnight  we  would 
bury  the  captain. 

She  looked  at  me  gratefully. 

"  I  must  go,"  said  I. 

"  Stop — oh,  stop  a  minute  ! "  she  exclaimed  in 
English,  and  went  to  her  berth,  looking  fearfully  to- 
wards the  door  of  the  captain's  cabin  as  she  made  her 
way,  clinging  and  moving  slowly,  for  very  fierce  and 
sharp  at  times  was  the  jump  of  the  deck. 

"  Strange,"  thought  I,  "  that  the  flight  of  a  soul 
should  make  a  terror  of  the  shell  it  quits !     It  would  be 
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the  same  with  that  fine-eyed  woman  with  her  Aves  and 
crossings.  She  dies :  and  the  caballero  on  his  knees 
at  her  feet,  the  gallant  cavalier  who  has  courage 
enough  for  the  holdins^  of  her  sweetness  and  her 
perfections  to  his  heart  whilst  her  charms  live,  springs 
to  his  legs,  fetches  a  wide  compass  to  avoid  the 
corpse,  and  sooner  than  sleep  a  night  beside  the  body 
would  go  to  a  lunatic  asylum  for  the  rest  of  his  days." 

She  came  out  of  her  berth  clothed  for  the  deck, 
wrapped  up  in  her  own  comfortable  slop-chest  manu- 
factures. But  half-an-hour  of  the  cold  and  blackness 
above  sufficed  ;  she  went  below  again  and  sat  under 
the  clock,  waiting  for  midnight.  I  chose  twelve 
because  all  hands  would  be  astir  at  that  hour.  At 
twelve  the  starboard  watch  went  below ;  Yan  Bol 
would  come  aft,  and  then  we'd  bury  the  dead.  Mean- 
while I  ordered  a  couple  of  the  seamen  in  my  watch 
to  load  the  four  nine-poimder  carronades,  that  w^e 
might  despatch  Greaves  with  a  sailor's  honours  to  his 
bed  of  ooze.  Lanterns  were  lighted  and  hung  in  the 
gangway  in  readiness. 

In  those  times  the  burial  at  sea  in  such  craft  as 
the  Black  Watch  was  a  simple  affair.  Whether  it 
was  the  captain  at  the  top,  or  the  cabin-boy  at  the 
bottom,  it  mattered  not :  it  was  just  a  plain  respect- 
ful launch  over  the  rail,  no  prayers,  a  sale  at  the 
mast,  and  there  was  an  end.  We  had  no  book  con- 
taining the  Burial  Service  aboard.     Few  merchantmen 
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went  to  sea  with  such  things.  I  thought  over  a 
prayer  or  two  as  I  walked  the  deck,  meaning  that  the 
petition  of  a  brother-sailor's  heart  should  attend  the 
launch  of  the  canvased  figure  :  in  which,  and  in  many 
other  thoughts  the  time  slipped  by  ;  the  Lady  Aurora 
all  the  while  sitting  below  under  the  clock,  waiting  for 
midnight,  often  lifting  her  black  alarmed  eyes  to  the 
skylight,  and  often  looking  around  her  with  a  slow 
motion  of  her  head,  and  at  long  intervals  crossing 
herself.  This  picture  of  her  the  frame  of  the  skylight 
gave  me.  The  glass  w^as  bright  and  the  light  of  the 
lamp  strong. 

Eight  bells  were  struck,  and  presently  the  shape- 
less bulk  of  Bol  came  through  the  lantern-light  upon 
the  main  deck.  It  w^as  the  blackest  hour  of  a  black 
nigfht.  Even  the  foam  lifting"  and  sinkinof  along^side 
in  sheets  scarcely  showed.  We  had  made  a  fair  Avind 
w^ith  a  shift  of  helm  at  eight  in  the  evening,  and  were 
bruising  and  rolling  through  it  at  about  nine  knots, 
with  a  broad,  dim,  spectral  glare  under  the  stern. 

"  Is  that  you,  Bol  ?  " 

"  He  vhas,  Mr.  Fielding." 

"  I  propose  to  bury  my  poor  friend  at  once.  The 
lady  cannot  rest  with  the  body  below.  It  will  be  a 
kindness  to  her,  to  all  of  us  maybe,  and  no  wTong  to 
him.  Nay,  God  forbid — if  I  believed  it  hurried — but 
a  few  hours  more  or  less  can  signify  nothing." 

"  Noting.     Der  crew  vhas  pleased  too." 
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"  Well,  get  the  body  up — with  all  reverence,  Bol : 
you  know  what  to  do." 

I  called  to  Jimmy  to  smother  Galloon  as  before,  and 
stow  him  out  of  the  road  of  the  men  till  the  body 
was  on  deck ;  and  then  I  stationed  Joseph  Street 
and  Isaac  Travers  at  the  carronades,  to  fire  them 
when  the  body  left  the  plank.  In  ten  minutes  they 
brought  him  up ;  four  carried  him,  and  one  was  Bol. 
The  seiiorita  came  on  deck,  and  holding  by  my  arm 
to  steady  herself,  spoke  to  me.  I  said  "  Yonder,"  and 
she  went  into  the  light  cast  by  the  lanterns  on  the  lee 
side  of  the  deck,  and  stood  with  her  hand  upon  a 
rope. 

They  carried  the  body  to  the  gang^vay  where  the 
lanterns  were,  and  I  went  with  them ;  and  they  put 
one  end  of  the  plank  on  the  top  of  the  rail,  and  two  of 
them  held  the  other  end,  ready  to  tilt  it.  I  think  all 
the  seamen  had  drawn  together  to  view  this  midnight 
burial.  Antonio  and  Jorge  were  close  to  a  lantern. 
They  sometimes  crossed  themselves,  and  their  eyes 
gleamed  and  restlessly  rolled.  They  seemed  heartily 
frightened.  The  others  stood  stolid  and  staring, 
some  in  shadow,  some  touched  by  the  lantern  beams. 
All  hands  bared  their  heads  when  the  corpse  came  to 
the  gangway. 

Had  this  funeral  happened  in  daylight  I  should 
have  ordered  the  topsail  to  be  backed.  I  agree  with 
those  who  hold  that  the  ship's  way  should  be  stopped 
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when  the  body  is  launched.  It  would  have  been, 
however,  but  the  idlest  of  ceremonies  to  back  the 
topsail  in  this  deep  midnight  hour.  There  was, 
besides,  a  large  sea  nmning,  the  fresh  wind  was  off  the 
quarter,  and  the  brig  would  have  needed  a  shift  of 
the  helm  to  have  got  an  effectual  stand  out  of  her 
backed  canvas. 

Cold — oh,  how  bitterly  cold  did  that  night  grow  on 
a  sudden  with  the  presence  of  that  body,  pale  on  its 
plank  in  the  lantern  light !  A  wilder  cry  sounded  in 
the  wind,  a  deeper  dye  entered  the  darkness.  I 
prayed  aloud  briefly,  but  not  for  the  hearing  of  the 
men:  the  hiss  of  the  sweeping  water  alongside 
drowned  my  voice. 

"  Launch ! "  I  cried. 

As  the  canvas  figure  fled  hke  a  wreath  of  white 
smoke  from  the  rail  a  sunbright  flash  of  fire  threw 
out  the  whole  brig  :  the  roar  of  a  gun  followed. 

At  that  instant — at  the  instant  of  the  explosion 
of  the  carronade — and  whilst  the  two  fellows  who 
had  tilted  the  body  paused  for  a  moment  or  two, 
grasping  the  end  of  the  plank,  a  dark  form  seemed  to 
spring  from  the  deck  at  my  feet :  it  gained  the  plank 
in  a  bound,  and  went  overboard. 

"  Der  dok  1 "  roared  one  of  the  Dutchmen. 

The  second  gun  was  exploded  with  a  deafening 
roar. 

"  Was  that  Galloon  ? "  I  shouted. 
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"  It  was,  sir,"  answered  two  or  three  voices. 

"  Hold  your  hand  1 "  I  bawled  to  the  fellow  at  the 
third  carronade. 

I  sprang  on  to  the  rail  to  look  over.  No  sanity 
in  that ;  for  what  was  there  to  see,  what  did  I  expect 
to  see  ?  AVe  were  going  at  nine  knots  an  hour :  the 
spread  of  yeast  on  either  hand  of  us  was  a  wild  and 
roaring  race  that  throbbed  out  of  sight  in  the  dark- 
ness abeam  within  a  biscuit's  toss,  and  that  fled  and 
vanished  into  the  darkness  abaft  within  the  span  of 
the  brig's  main-deck. 

'  Are  you  sure  it  was  the  dog  ?  "  I  cried  from  the 
rail. 

"Yes,  sir — yes,  sir,  it  was  the  dog — it  was  Galloon," 
was  the  answer. 

"  It  was  the  dog,"  cried  Miss  Aurora,  coming  close 
to  me. 

"  Oh,  poor  GaUoon  ! "  I  was  struck  to  the  heart. 
For  some  moments  I  stood  motionless,  staring  into 
the  blackness  whilst  the  brig  stormed  onwards, 
rolling  and  foaming  through  the  night.  AVas  there 
nothing  to  be  done  ?  Nothing,  I  vow  to  God. 
Perilous  it  might  have  been  to  bring  the  brig  to  the 
wind  in  that  hollow  sea:  but  to  save  Galloon,  who  had 
saved  my  life,  I  would  have  risked  the  brig,  the 
treasure  in  her — nay,  the  lives  within  her,  so  wild  was 
I  then.  But  the  dog  could  not  have  been  rescued 
without  lowering  a  boat,  and  a  boat  stood  to  be  swung 
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and  smashed  into  staves  ere  a  soul  entered  her ;  and 
consider  also  the  blackness  of  the  Cape  Horn  night 
that  lay  upon  the  ocean  ! 

"  Are  these  guns  to  be  fired,  sir  ? " 

"  No.  Oh,  lads,  I  would  not  have  lost  that  doer  for 
twenty-fold  my  share  of  the  money  below.  He  saved 
my  life — he's  still  swimming  out  there — he's  alive  out 
there  and  may  live.     Where's  Jimmy  ?  " 

"  Blubbering  here,  sir,"  said  a  voice. 

A  couple  of  seamen  ran  him  into  the  lantern  light : 
I  could  have  killed  him. 

"  Did  not  I  tell  you  to  stow  Galloon  away  ?  " 

"  So  I  did,  master." 

"Why  is  he  perishing  out  yonder,  then,  you 
villain  ? " 

I  turned  my  back  and  walked  aft. 


CHAPTER  XXY. 
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I'll  not  swear  I  did  not  feel  the  loss  of  the  dog  more 
than  I  felt  the  death  of  Greaves.  Should  I  be 
ashamed  to  o^\ii  it  ?  The  captain's  death  I  had  long 
expected ;  it  came  without  suddenness,  it  brought  no 
astonishment.  But  the  loss  of  Galloon  happened  in  a 
breath.  He  was  here,  and  then  he  was  gone.  He 
had  gathered  a  human  significance  from  my  long 
association  with  him,  my  spoken  reveries  to  which  he 
seemed  to  listen,  loving  of  eye  and  patient.  For  days 
and  nights  I  was  haunted  by  the  thoughts  of  him 
swimming  round  and  round  in  that  dark  sea.  -He 
swam  well,  and  I  say  that  it  was  long  an  agony  to 
thinls:  of  him  struggling  out  in  that  foaming  water. 

The  lad  Jimmy  was  broken-hearted.  So  crushed 
was  he  that  I  had  no  heart  to  deal  with  him  for 
indirectly  causing  the  dog's  death.  For  days  he'd 
snatch  minutes  at  a  time  to  stand  at  the  rail  just 
where  the  plank  had  rested,  just  where  Galloon  had 
sprung  overboard;  and  there  he'd  gaze  astern   with 
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his  face  worldng  and  his  eyes  biibbhng.  The  men  let 
this  maudHn  behaviour  pass  without  jeering.  They 
reckoned  him  half  an  idiot.  Yet  the  chap's  grief 
went  deep.  He  was  alone  in  the  world,  and  had 
nothing  to  love.  Greaves  had  been  kind  to  him  ;  but 
he  could  not  love  the  captain  as  he  loved  the  captain's 
dog.  Galloon  had  been  his  friend.  Often  used  the 
lad  to  talk  to  him  as  a  negro  talks  to  a  monkey  or  a 
pig.  They'd  lie  together  on  deck,  and  had  slept 
together ;  and  now  the  dog  was  gone,  the  boy's  heart 
ached.  He  looked  around  him ;  there  was  no  friend. 
He  sent  his  fancies  ashore,  and  found  himself  alone 
there. 

On  the  morning  following  Greaves's  funeral  I  took 
possession  of  his  cabin.  I  spent  a  couple  of  hours  in 
overhauling  his  papers,  for  I  could  not  bring  myself 
to  believe  that  he  had  been  without  a  relative  in  the 
world,  Tulp  excepted.  I  could  not  realise  such  a 
thing  as  a  man  without  a  relation  in  the  whole  blessed 
wide  world.  Yet  I  found  nothing  to  tell  me  that 
Greaves  had  not  been  alone.  I  carefully  stowed  his 
papers  away  with  his  clothes  and  other  effects.  To 
whom  belonged  his  little  property — his  clothes,  his 
books,  his  nautical  instruments,  and  the  like,  together 
with  a  bag  of  thirty  odd  guineas  and  a  quantity  of 
English  silver  ?     To  whom,  I  say  ?    To  Tulp  ? 

I  found  nothing  to  connect  Greaves  with  a  home, 
with  relatives,  with  friends — no  miniature,  no  lock  of 
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hair,  no  memorial  of  ribbon  or  bauble.  Never  once 
had  he  hinted  at  any  love  passage.  He'd  speak  of 
women  with  coldness,  though  with  respect,  as  the 
child  of  a  woman.  Had  you  walked  him  through 
King  Solomon's  seraglio  he'd  have  seen  nothing  Avorth 
choosing.  Well,  the  yeast  that  had  hissed  to  the 
plunge  of  his  shape  was  his  tombstone.  He  was  bred 
a  sailor,  he  had  lived  the  life  of  a  sailor,  and  was  now 
gone  the  way  of  a  sailor  ;  yea,  and  true  even  in  death 
was  he  unto  the  traditions  of  the  sailor — for  he  had 
received  the  last  toss,  the  sea  had  swallowed  him  up, 
and  no  man  could  swear  that  his  name  was  as  he 
had  styled  himself,  nor  affirm  with  conviction  whose 
son  he  was. 

When  I  had  made  an  end  with  the  captain's 
papers  and  effects,  I  put  on  my  cap,  buttoned  up  my 
pea-coat,  and  went  on  deck.  It  was  blowing  a  strong, 
fair  wind.  The  brig  still  wore  the  canvas  she  had 
carried  throughout  the  night.  The  sea  ran  high,  it 
was  much  freckled  with  foam,  and  its  frothing  brows 
shone  out  like  a  hard  light  against  the  cold  dark- 
green  vapour  to  windward. 

Bol  paced  the  deck  thickly  clothed.  He  w^ore 
great  boots,  had  a  heavy  fur  cap  on,  and  a  fathom  of 
shawl  was  coiled  round  his  immensely  thick  throat. 
He  fitted  the  picture  of  that  pitching  and  storming 
brig,  as  the  brig  fitted  the  picture  of  that  SAvollen  and 
foaming  sea.     There  was  no  sun.     The  dark  clouds 
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rushed  rapidly  across  the  sky ;  they  were  of  the  soft 
blackness  of  the  snow-cloud ;  the  bands  of  topsails, 
the  square  of  the  topgallant-sail  of  a  light  sick  as  the 
gleams  of  misty  moonshine,  fled  from  side  to  side 
athwart  the  flying  sky  of  shadow.  The  sea  stood  up 
in  walls  of  ivory  to  every  plunge  of  the  bows — I  never 
before  saw  foam  look  so  solid.  Where  the  bubble 
and  foam-bell  of  it  were  too  remote  for  the  eye,  there 
every  ridge  was  Hke  a  cliff  of  marble. 

Bol  appeared  surprised  to  see  me.  He  supposed 
I  was  turned  in. 

*'  This  is  a  wind  to  clap  Staten  Island  in  our 
wake." 

"  PotsbHtz !  as  der  Shermans  say,  dere  vhas  veight 
in  dese  seas  too." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  live  aft  ?  " 

"  In  der  landt  of  spoons  ? "  said  he,  with  a  smile 
wrinkling  his  face  till  he  was  scarcely  the  same  man. 

"Yes.  There  is  a  cabin  and  bunk  for  your  mat- 
tress.    You  are  mate — first  mate,  entitled  to  live  aft." 

"  I  shtops  vhere  I  vhas,  Mr.  Fielding.  I  vhas  no 
mate." 

"  As  much  mate  as  I  was." 

"  Veil,  dot  might  be,"  said  he  ;  then  added,  "  No, 
you  vhas  mate  in  your  last  ship.  I  am  bos 'en.  I 
belongs  forAvardt." 

'*  I  want  a  second  mate.  Send  the  men  aft,  will 
you  ? " 

D   2 
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He  went  into  the  waist  and  put  his  pipe  to  his 
Kps.  His  roar  was  like  the  voice  of  a  giant  singing 
the  tune  of  the  wind  in  the  rigging.  The  men 
knocked  off  the  several  jobs  they  were  on,  and  came  aft. 

The  fellows  had  a  homely,  comfortable  appearance. 
The  slop-chest  had  supplied  the  vacancies  in  their 
own  bags,  and  they  were  clad  as  men  who  were 
starting  on,  not  returning  from,  a  long  voyage.  Their 
health  was  good.  Some  were  fat — all  hearty.  I 
scanned  them  swiftly,  but  with  attention,  and  saw 
nothing  to  occasion  uneasiness ;  and  I  believed  I 
could  not  be  mistaken,  for  of  all  living  bemgs  the 
sailor  is  the  most  transparent  in  his  moods  and 
meanings.  A  few  I  have  known  who  were  dark  and 
subtle ;  they  were  not  Englishmen,  neither  were  they 
Dutchmen.  The  English  sailor  gets  a  face  at  sea  that 
prohibits  the  concealment  of  feelings  and  passions, 
and  on  board  the  merchant  ship  he  will  look  the 
thing  that  is  in  him. 

"  Am  I  captain  ?     Is  it  understood  ? " 

"  Ay,  captain,  of  course,"  exclaimed  Teach  after  a 
pause,  as  though  the  men  had  waited  for  one  of  them 
to  act  as  spokesman.  "  If  not  you,  who  ?  and  if  it's 
who,  where  do  'ee  sling  his  hammock  ?  Not  forrads. 
All  the  larnin's  been  Avashed  aft  out  o'  that." 

"  Mr.  Yan  Bol  is  your  chief  mate." 

"  Ay,  Mr.  Yan  Bol  is  chief  mate.  Who  but  him  ?" 
said  Teach. 
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"  Now  choose  a  second  mate,  lads." 

"  Is  he  to  Hve  aft  ?  "  said  Friend. 

"  That's  as  he  chooses." 

"  There'll  be  no  man  wants  to  live  aft,"  exclaimed 
Street. 

"  I  will  live  aft,"  said  Antonio. 

"Yaw,  towed  in  der  vake,  you  beastly  man," 
thundered  Bol.  "  Dot  was  aft  for  der  likes  of 
you." 

"  I  will  live  aft,  senor,"  said  Antonio. 

"  Curse  your  impudence.  I'll  aft  ye.  Now,  look. 
There  are  four  Dutchmen  and  seven  Eno-lishmen,  not 
reckoning  two  Spaniards." 

"  Don't  count  them  Johnnies,  sir,"  said  Travers. 

"  It  vhas  oudt  dey  go  mit  dem  soon,  I  allow," 
said  Hals,  the  cook. 

Paying  no  attention  to  these  interruptions,  I  con- 
tinued— 

"A  Dutchman  is  already  mate.  If  I  choose 
another  Dutchman,  you  Englishmen  mayn't  like  it. 
NoAv  then." 

"  Choose,  sir,"  exclaimed  Call. 

"  I  choose  Galen,"  said  I. 

There  was  a  general  grin,  and  Friend  called 
out — 

"  We're  satisfied." 

"  Then  Galen  it  is,"  said  I.  "  Galen,  you  now  act 
second.     Will  you  live  aft,  Galen  ?  " 
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"  May  I  pe  dommed  if  I  lifs  aft  1 "  exclaimed 
he,  with  a  Avide  grin  and  a  slow  wag  of  his 
head. 

"  All  right :  that'll  do.  You  can  go  forward  ;  " 
and  I  went  below,  very  well  satisfied  with  the  Dutch- 
men's refusal  to  live  aft.  Not  for  my  own  sake  ; 
indeed,  there  was  a  laugh  here  and  there  to  be  got 
out  of  the  ignorance  and  talk  and  strange  English  of 
Bol  and  of  Galen.  I  thought  of  my  Lady  Aurora. 
How  would  sAe  enjoy  the  company  of  those  Dutchmen 
at  table,  the  society  of  those  heavy,  lumpish  forecastle 
hands — half-boors,  half-savages  ?  I  suppose  that  never 
before  in  the  history  of  marine  disaster  was  a  girl 
situated  as  was  this  sefiorita.  Are  you  who  read 
this  a  girl  ?  Figure  yourself,  madam,  on  board  a  little 
ship  ;  you  are  scarcely  able  to  speak  the  tongue  of 
the  crew ;  your  only  associate  is  a  young  seaman  ;  your 
sitting-room  is  a  small,  old-fashioned  cabin  ;  your  bed- 
room a  bit  of  a  hole  up  in  a  corner,  lighted  by  an  eye 
called  a  scuttle,  that  winks  at  the  leaping  sea;  your 
meals  the  pork  and  beef  of  the  ocean ;  your  diversions 
the  fancies  that  come  out  of  the  running  hills  of  water 
of  the  gale,  out  of  the  silent  swimming  surface  of  the 
calm.  Can  you  imagine  the  ceaseless  heaving  of  the 
deck,  the  long  days  of  the  crying  of  the  wind,  the 
creaking  and  straining  of  a  tumbling,  timber-built 
craft,  the  sullen  roar  of  smitten  and  parted  waters,  the 
indescribable  odours  of  the  hold  ? 
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When  I  left  the  deck  that  day,  after  calling  the 
men  aft  and  choosing  Galen  to  act  as  second  mate,  on 
stepping  below  I  found  the  Lady  Aurora  leaning  against 
the  door  of  the  cabin,  Avith  her  arms  folded  upon  her 
breast  and  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  deck.  She  did 
not  immediately  see  me.  I  stood  viewing  her.  She 
was  attired  in  a  white  drill  or  duck  dress  of  her  own 
making.  It  would  have  been  cold  wear  but  for  certain 
hidden  clothing  she  had  contrived  for  herself.  She 
looked  a  fine  figure  of  a  woman.  She  lifted  up  her 
eyes,  released  her  breast  from  the  embrace  of  her 
ai-ms,  and  extended  her  hand.  I  brought  her  to 
a  seat — it  was  what  she  w^anted — and  sat  beside 
her. 

We  sat  together  for  near  an  hour,  because  we  both 
had  something  to  say,  and  it  took  us  long  to  com- 
municate our  minds ;  though,  to  be  sure,  these  passages 
of  laborious  intercourse  were  never  teasing  or  fatiguing 
to  me,  however  she  may  have  found  them ;  for  there 
was  a  pleasure  not  hard  to  understand  in  the  mere 
watching  her  face  when  she  talked  or  signed  to  me. 
Her  expressions  were  rich  and  manifold;  her  eyes 
darkened,  softened,  brightened,  shone  with  fire, 
dimmed  as  with  tears,  like  the  figure  of  a  star  in  the 
sea  over  which  the  scattered  mists  of  the  calm  night 
are  floating. 

But  here  will  I  put  into  plain  Enghsh  the  words 
and  signs  w^e  exchanged  whilst  we  sat  together  at  this 
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time.  It  may  well  come  to  it,  for  I  understood  her, 
and  I  know  what  myself  said.  Thus,  then,  ran  this 
conversation — 

"  Senor  Fielding,  have  the  men  rebelled  ?  " 

"  No,  why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  I  stepped  up  yonder  stairs  just  now  and  saw  you 
talking  to  the  men." 

"  It  is  true.  I  am  captam,  Bol  is  mate,  someone 
must  be  chosen  to  take  Bol's  place." 

But  oh  the  time  and  difficulty  to  make  her  under- 
stand this  ! 

"  I  am  very  sad  to-day,  Senor  Fielding.  The 
death  of  the  captain  makes  me  think  of  my  mother. 
Most  blessed  and  very  purest  Maria,  does  she  live  ? 
Shall  we  meet  again  ?  Ay  me,  ay  me,"  and  here  the 
tears  stood  in  her  eyes. 

"  Seiiorita,  this  is  what  I  wish  to  say  to  3'ou.  I 
have  not  the  fears  of  the  captain  who  is  dead.  If  we 
meet  a  ship  of  your  nation,  if  we  meet  a  ship  of  any 
country  sailing  to  Spain,  or  proceeding  to  a  port  in 
South  America,  east  or  west,  I  will  put  you  on  board 
her  if  she  will  take  you." 

"  Gracias.     I  am  content  to  stop." 

"  You  are  alone." 

"  It  is  true,  sefior."     (Sigh.) 

"  There  are  few  comforts  for  you  in  this  ship." 

"  True,  true,  'tis  true.  Yet  could  I  be  content  if 
I  knew  my  mother  was  alive." 
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"  If  3^011  are  content,  I  am  glad.  I  do  not  wish  to 
speak  a  ship,  j^et  I'll  do  so." 

"No — I  will  go  home  in  the  Black  Watch." 

"  I  admire  your  spirit.  You  have  borne  up  very 
bravely." 

"  To  you  belongs  my  gratitude,  Senor  Fielding. 
Throughout  you  have  been  amiable  and  tender.  The 
poor  captain  liked  me  not.  Why  was  that  ? "  and 
here  she  bent  her  eyes  upon  me  ;  their  expression 
was  a  mixture  of  archness  and  temper. 

"  He  was  in  pain,  was  a  little  crazy,  and  would  not 
always  be  sure  of  the  reasons  of  his  moods." 

"  I  am  not  used  not  to  be  liked."  I  bowed  a  very 
full  acquiescence.  "  He  was  not  as  you  are.  But  he 
is  dead."  Her  hand  flashed  as  she  swept  it  before 
her  face,  dismissing  the  subject  with  the  gesture. 
"  Now  that  you  are  captain  you  will  have  plenty  of 
leisure." 

"  I  shall  have  time  to  spare." 

"  Yaya  !  Time  to  spare  and  yet  in  command  !  I 
shall  want  you  to  give  me  much  of  your  time." 

I  looked  at  her  eyes,  and  laughed  when  I  gathered 
her  meaning ;  then  answered  :  "  All  the  spare  time  I 
have  shall  be  yours,  senorita.  But  how  much  of  that 
spare  time  will  it  take  to  make  you  weary  of  my  face 
and  voice  ? " 

"  Que  disparate  I  (AMiat  nonsense  !)  You  shall 
teach  me  English,  and  I  will  teach  you  Spanish." 
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"  Bueno  !  Yet,  what  is  the  reason  of  your  desire 
to  speak  EngUsh  ?  " 

To  this  she  made  no  answer.  She  cast  her  eyes 
down,  and  her  face  took  a  demure  look. 

"  It  is  a  rough  language." 

"  It  is  a  noble  language,  seiior,"  said  she,  answer- 
ing with  her  eyes  cast  down.  Suddenly  she  looked 
up :  the  leap  of  her  glance  was  like  the  light  of 
a  flash  of  lire  upon  her  face,  so  swift  and  cunning 
was  she  in  the  management  of  her  eyelids.  "Do 
you  love  music  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  I  will  sing  to  you  when  it  is  calm,  and  when  you 
can  hear  my  voice," 

I  thanked  her  for  this  promise. 

"  Are  we  not  alone  ?  We  will  be  company  one  to 
the  other.  I  have  the  actress's  art,  and  can  recite ; 
and  when  you  know  some  Spanish,  I  will  speak  many 
beautiful  and  majestic  lines  to  you.  Have  you 
playing-cards  ? " 

"  I  fear  not." 

"  Eso  Die  so][)rende  mucho !  Many  tiresome 
hours  could  we  have  killed  with  cards.  Can  you 
dance  ? " 

"  All  sailors  can  dance." 

"  I  will  make  you  an  accomplished  cavalier.  I 
will  teach  you  to  tell  fortunes  after  the  manner  of 
the  zincali,  and  you  shall  teach  me  English,  and  give 
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me  your  company  until  I  tire,  or  until  tlie  ship  calls 
you  from  me." 

We  broke  off  here  that  I  might  fetch  my  quadrant, 
for  it  was  drawing  on  to  the  hour  of  noon.  Our 
conversation  was  not  as  I  have  set  it  down ;  it  took 
us  a  long  while  to  work  our  way  through  the  above ; 
but  what  you  have  read  is  the  substance  of  Avhat 
was  meant  and  by  our  methods  conveyed. 

I  went  on  deck  puzzled  and  tickled,  amused  and 
astonished  by  the  gay-spirited,  fine  woman  below. 
Did  she  mean  to  make  love  to  me  ?  Did  she  intend 
that  I  should  make  love  to  her  ?  What  would  my 
teaching  her  English  and  her  teaching  me  Spanish, 
her  singing  to  me,  her  recital  of  swelling  Spanish 
rhymes,  her  gipsy  tricks,  and  the  rest  of  it  end  in — 
the  rest  of  it,  I  say,  backed  by  her  impassioned  eyes, 
the  many  arch  and  moving  and  tender  and  fiery 
expressions  of  countenance  she  was  mistress  of,  her 
excellent  person,  and  all  that  sort  of  sweet  rhetoric 
which  is  found,  the  poet  tells  you,  in  the  laughter 
and  tears,  the  smiles  and  gesticulations,  of  a  lady 
after  the  pattern  of  this  Spanish  maiden  ? 

I  took  my  quadrant  on  deck ;  the  sun  did  not 
show  himself,  and  I  got  at  the  situation  of  the  brig 
by  dead  reckoning.  The  westerly  gale  blew  fresh  and 
strong,  and  I  needed  to  keep  the  vessel  under  the  tall 
canvas  of  the  topgallant-sail  to  run  her  free  of  the 
huge  Horn  surge  which  chased  us  as  though  to  the 
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hurl  of  an  earthquake.  It  was  impossible  to  make 
too  iQuch  of  such  a  wind ;  at  any  moment  might 
come  a  greasy  Horn  calm,  with  a  swell  like  a  land  of 
hills ;  to  be  swept  with  horrible  suddenness  by  a  black 
outfly  right  ahead.  I  saw  no  ice  ;  the  horizon  lay 
open,  distant  seven  or  eight  miles  from  the  head  of  a 
sea.  We  were  cutting  the  meridians  spankingly,  and 
three  days  of  such  sailing  would  enable  me  to  head 
the  brig  northwards  for  England. 

And  very  nearly  three  days  of  such  sailing  did  we 
get,  during  which  nothing  noteworthy  happened,  for 
the  plain  reason  that  so  heavy  and  violent  were  the 
motions  of  the  brig,  the  most  seasoned  amongst  us 
found  it  difl&cult  to  come  and  go.  Relieving  tackles 
were  hooked  on ;  two  hands  steered  day  and  night, 
and  a  third  was  always  near  in  readiness.  I  have 
seen  the  gigantic  feathering  curl  of  the  huge  sea  soar 
on  either  hand  alongside  to  half  the  height  of  the 
foremast  and  fall  aboard  in  froth,  making  it  all  sheer 
dazzle,  like  snow  shone  on,  from  the  eyes  to  the  main 
rigging,  till  the  tilt  of  the  brig  aft,  curtseying  with 
her  bows  flat  as  a  spoon  upon  the  roaring  smother  of 
the  on-rushinof  sea,  sent  the  water  in  a  cataractal 
sweep  over  the  head,  where  it  blew  up  in  white  smoke, 
and  drove  away  as  though  we  were  on  tire. 

This  was  a  sort  of  weather  to  keep  everything  very 
quiet  aboard.  Hals  cooked  with  difliculty ;  he  scalded 
himself,  broke   dishes,  and   filled   the  caboose   with 
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Dut3h  oaths.  The  cold  was  bitter,  and  the  chief 
work  of  the  crew  lay  in  keeping  themselves  warm. 
Yet  no  ice  formed ;  no  hail  or  snow  ever  drove  in  the 
sadden  dark  squalls  which  bm'st  in  guns  of  hurricane 
power  out  of  the  gale  over  the  stem ;  we  sighted  not 
a  berg,  and  yet  the  cold  was  frightful ;  the  wind  took 
the  face  like  a  saw,  and  you  felt  half  flayed  when  you 
turned  your  back  to  it.  The  cold  of  the  spray  made 
its  drops  sting  like  lead,  and  it  was  as  though  you 
were  shot  through  the  head  to  be  struck  by  a  shower- 
ing of  the  brine. 

Her  ladyship  kept  below.  She  saw  very  little  of 
me ;  in  those  three  days  we  made  no  progress  in 
English  and  Spanish.  The  violent  upheavals  of  the 
brig  fi-ightened  her ;  then  did  her  eyes  grow  large,  her 
face  look  wild ;  if  I  was  near  her,  she'd  grasp  me  and 
hold  on  to  me  and  utter  many  exclamations  in 
Spanish.  I'd  catch  myself  smiling  afterwards  when 
I  thought  of  those  moments ;  how  she  used  me  as 
though  we  had  gro^\Ti  up,  boy  and  girl,  together, 
never  timid  in  her  tricks  of  touching  me,  as  free  with 
me  as  a  sister — and  that's  about  it. 

We  wxre  in  longitude  63°  or  64^  west  when  the 
westerly  gale  shifted  into  the  north,  and  the  wmd 
blew  in  a  moderate  breeze  out  of  that  quarter.  The 
cold  lessened  with  the  shift.  The  sailors  moved  mth 
some  trifle  of  alacrity,  as  though  they  were  thawing. 
The  decks  dried,  we  shook  out  reefs,  made  sail,  coiled 
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down  anew  fore  and  aft;  the  smoke  blew  cheerily 
from  the  chimney  of  the  caboose,  and  with  taut  run- 
ning gear  and  white  cloths  robing  her  to  the  top- 
gallant mast-heads  the  brig  renewed  her  comfortable, 
homely  look. 

This  brought  us  to  the  afternoon  of  what  I^^vill 
call  the  third  day  of  the  gale.  I  had  eaten  some 
supper,  talked  awhile  with  my  lady,  visited  my 
cabin,  and  returned  on  deck  after  an  examination  of 
the  chart,  resolved  on  a  bit  more  of  easting  before 
chano^ins:  the  course. 

When  I  passed  through  the  companion-way  I 
heard  Bol's  voice.  He  and  Galen  stood  at  the  bul- 
warks abreast  of  the  hatch,  their  faces  to  the  sea,  and 
they  conversed  in  Dutch,  keeping  their  voices  down 
and  talking  very  earnestly.  The  large  swell  rolled 
quietly  under  the  brig ;  the  wind  silenced  the  sails, 
and  after  the  uproar  of  the  preceding  days  the  repose 
along  the  decks  and  up  aloft  was  almost  as  the  hush 
of  a  tropic  calm  upon  the  vessel. 

I  stepped  to  the  binnacle.  Teach,  who  was  at  the 
wheel,  cleared  his  throat  noisily  and  spat  over  the 
taftrail.  The  Dutchmen  looked,  and  Galen,  saying 
something  sharp  and  quick  in  Dutch,  walked  forward. 
Bol  glanced  aloft  with  the  air  of  a  man  in  search  of 
work  for  his  watch  ;  I  walked  a  few  paces  his  way, 
and  he  approached  me. 

"  How  vhas  der  vetter  to  be,  sir  ?  " 
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"The  sky  is  high  and  hard,  and  the  sun  strikes 
clear  fire  into  the  west.  Look  at  the  edge  of  the  sea ; 
it  sweeps  clean  as  the  rim  of  a  new  dollar.  There  is 
fine  weather  about." 

"  Yell,  so  much  der  better,  Mr.  Fielding.  I  have 
slept  in  more  comfortable  fok'sles  dan  vhas  dis  of  der 
Black  Vatch  vhen  she  pitches  heavy — more  comfort- 
able, but  I  doan  say  drier.  No ;  der  toyfell  shall 
not  pe  more  plack  dan  she  vhas  bainted.  Dis  vhas  a 
dry  brick,  und  dere  vhas  no  schmarter  sailer  out  of 
Amsterdam." 

"  I  believe  you." 

He  looked  about  him,  to  let  me  see  he  did  not  heed 
the  brig  the  less  for  talking.  I  was  willing  he  should 
talk.  I  saw  matter  in  his  huge,  full  face,  and  guessed, 
if  he  chattered,  he  might  let  me  come  presently  at 
what  had  passed  'twixt  him  and  Galen. 

"  Mr.  Fielding,  how  far  might  she  be  from  der  Horn 
to  der  Channel  ?  " 

"  A  long  stride.  Would  you  have  it  as  the  crow 
flies  ?  How  many  hundreds  of  miles  will  the  zig-zags 
of  a  ship  tag  on  to  a  straight-line  measurement  ?  " 

'*  Yaw,  dot's  how  it  vhas.  No  man  at  sea  can  say 
how  far  she  vhas  from  home.  Der  Cape  of  Goodt 
Hope,  Mr.  Fielding — dot,  now,  vhas  a  vast  great  roon 
from  here  ? " 

"  Yaw ;  the  whole  width  of  the  South  Atlantic." 

'*  She  vhas  vide." 
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"  I'll  teach  you  liow  to  measure  distances  on  a  chart, 
if  you  like." 

"  Yell,  I  likes  to  know ;  but  I  doan  belief  dot  I 
recollects  to-morrow  vhat  you  teaches  him  to-day. 
Mr.  Fielding,  vhere  vhas  Amsderdam  Island  ] " 

"  Amsterdam  Island  ?  " 

"  Yaw.  Der  Doytch  fell  in  mit  her — veil,  call  it  a 
hoondred  year  ago." 

"  There  is  an  Amsterdam  Island  in  the  Indian 
Ocean." 

"  Dot  vhas  her." 

"What  of  it?" 

"  Noting,  sir.  Galen  vhas  saying  how  der  Doytch 
vhas  everywhere  mit  der  names.  New  Holland, 
Amsderdam  Island — look  how  dey  roon." 

"  True,"  said  I. 

"  Mind  your  luft',  my  ladt  1 "  he  called  in  thunder 
to  Teach.     "  How  vhas  her  .headt  ? " 

"  East  by  north,"  answered  Teach. 

"  East  she  vhas  und  noting  off." 

He  upturned  his  face  to  the  canvas  with  an  ex- 
pression which  let  me  see  that  certain  whale-like 
thoughts  were  coming  up  to  blow  from  the  dark  and 
oozy  deep  of  his  mind. 

"  Oxcuse  me,  Mr.  Fielding — mit  regard  to  der 
dollars.  You  promised  a  leedle  vhile  ago  to  talk 
mit  me  about  der  landmg  of  dot  silver  vhen  ve 
arrives." 
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"  What  do  you  want  to  know  ?  " 
"Yell,  Mr.  Fielding,  it  vhas  like  dis.  All  handts 
vould  like  to  know  how  dey  vhas  to  pe  baid  dere 
shares.  If  der  money  vhas  schmiiggled  on  shore,  who 
bays  me  and  der  men  ?  Dis  vhas  your  peesiness  like 
as  ours,  for  you  too  shall  ask  who  vhas  to  bay  you 
herself  ? " 

''On  our  arrival  in  the  Do^vns,"  said  I,  willing 
to  give  him  the  information  he  desired — pleased, 
indeed,  that  he  should  seek  it,  since  the  manner  of 
his  question  gave  a  new  turn  to  my  fancies  of  him — 
"  I  shall  communicate  with  ^lynheer  Tulp  and  await 
his  instructions." 

"  Suppose  she  vhas  deadt  ? " 

"  I  will  suppose  nothing.  Tulp  is  alive  until  we 
know^  he  is  dead  ;  and  when  we  know  that  he  is  dead 
we  will  think  of  what's  next  to  be  done." 
"  Yell,  dot's  straight-hitting.  I  like  her." 
"  You  shall  suppose  Tulp  alive.  He  will  come  on 
wings  from  the  city  of  Amsterdam ;  and  when  he  is 
on  board,  every  man  will  take  his  share  of  the  dollars 
according  to  his  paper  of  proportion.  Tulp  touches 
not  one  dollar  until  he  pays  us  our  share.  We  wall 
then  help  him  to  carry  out  whatever  schemes  he  pre- 
arranged with  Captain  Greaves." 

"  Yell,  dot  vhas  all  right ;  but,  Mr.  Fielding,  der 
ship's  company  likes  to  know  if  dere  vhas  any  reesk 
vhen  you  gets  her  home  V 

£ 
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"  Who  home  ?  " 

"  Der  money." 

"  Risk  ?     I  don't  understand." 

"  Yell,  dey  puts  it  as  she  might  pe  dis  vay.  Ye 
vhas  in  der  Downs.  A  boat  cooms  alongside,  und 
somepody  climbps  on  poardt  und  oxes,  '  Yhat  vhas 
your  cargo  ? '  '  Dot  vhas  my  peesiness,'  you  say.  '  Not 
at  all,'  he  answers.  '  I  vhas  a  King's  officer.  I  belongs 
to  der  Revenue.'  How  vhas  it  den  mit  her,  der  ship's 
company  vould  like  to  know,  Mr.  Fielding  ?  " 

"We  should  not  be  searched  for  cargo  in  the 
Downs — for  men,  perhaps  ;  but  who  would  meddle 
with  the  cargo  ?  " 

"  Ay ;  but  how  vhas  you  to  know  dot  for  certain, 
sir  ? " 

"Let  us  arrive  in  the  Downs.  The  rest  will  be 
easy.  Our  difficulty  hes  in  getting  home.  We  are 
still  fighting  the  Yankees,  no  doubt." 

"  Ay ;  but  ve  vhas  a  Doytchman,  Mr.  Fielding." 

"  I  hope  whoever  boards  us  will  believe  it,"  said  I, 
with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders ;  and  catching  sight 
at  that  instant  of  a  dim  yellow  spot  against  the  sky 
across  the  round,  large  heads  of  the  swell,  I  fetched 
the  glass,  and  made  out  the  object  to  be  a  ship  bound 
westwards.  I  watched  her  until  she  died  out  in  the 
red  air. 

Bol  drew  off,  and  we  talked  no  more.  His  ques- 
tions and  remarks  had  struck  me  as   honesty  very 
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natural,  and  to  the  point,  seeing  that  the  men  ex- 
pected hiin  to  speak  what  was  in  their  minds,  and 
that  their  united  stake  in  the  successful  finish  of  this 
adventure,  now  that  the  money  was  aboard,  was  con- 
siderable. I  did  not  perhaps  much  relish  the  per- 
sistent manner  in  which  he  had  "  ISLr.  Fielding'd"  me. 
I  could  have  wished  him  a  little  blunter.  When  Yan 
Bol  gave  me  my  name  very  often,  distrust  ai'ose.  On 
the  other  hand,  there  was  nothing  in  his  own  sugges- 
tions, nor  in  the  fears  of  the  crew,  to  render  me  uneasy 
as  to  the  safe  disposal  of  the  cargo  of  silver,  should 
I  be  fortunate  enough  to  reach  the  Do^^tis.  AATiat 
excuse  could  be  invented  for  overhauling  a  ship's 
cargo  whilst  she  lay  at  anchor  in  those  waters  ?  You 
look  for  the  wolves  of  the  Revenue  as  you  warp  mto 
dock ;  you  look  for  them  in  the  Pool ;  but  I  had 
never  heard  of  them  in -the  Dotstls — that  is,  I  had 
never  heard  of  them  boarding  a  ship  there  to  seek 
contraband  matter. 

A  quiet  evening  came  do^vn  upon  the  brig ;  the 
stars  were  many  and  glorious  ;  there  was  a  bright 
moon,  and  the  temperature  and  the  look  of  the 
heavens  might  have  persuaded  me  we  were  ten 
degrees  further  north  than  where  we  were  rolling. 
The  brig  was  under  all  plain  sail.  The  \\ind  was 
about  north,  a  moderate  breeze,  and  the  vessel  pushed 
her  way  softly  over  the  wide  swell. 

I  brought  the  Lady  Aurora  on  deck  for  a  walk 
£  2 
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when  the  sun  had  been  sunk  about  half  an  hour.  All 
hands  were  enjoying  the  moonlight  and  the  quiet 
weather.  They  paced  in  couples ;  they  came  to- 
gether in  groups,  and  halted  for  a  yarn  ;  the  hum  of 
their  conversation  was  a  deep  and  eager  note  ;  but  all 
the  talk  was  subdued — I  caught  no  sudden  calls. 
Now  and  again  a  man  laughed,  and  there  was  a  fre- 
quent lighting  of  pipes  by  the  flames  of  burning  rope- 
yarns.  The  brig  was  made  an  ivory  carving  of  by  the 
moon.  Every  plank  might  have  been  chiselled  out  of 
the  tusk  of  the  elephant.  Stars  of  silver  glittered  and 
swam  m  the  glass  of  the  skylight.  The  swell  came 
along  like  folds  of  ink  ;  but  as  every  shoulder  of  black 
water  SAvung  into  the  glory  of  the  moon's  wake  it 
flashed  into  a  shmmg  hill,  and  the  splendour  of  those 
vast  shapes  was  the  more  wonderful  for  the  blackness 
out  of  which  they  rolled  and  the  blackness  in  which 
they  vanished. 

Miss  Aurora  walked  by  my  side  ;  presently  the 
play  of  the  deck  obliged  her  to  take  my  arm.  Galen 
had  charge  :  he  stepped  to  leeward,  out  of  the  road  of 
our  weather  walk,  and  lay  against  the  rail  abreast  of 
the  wheel.  The  weariness  of  the  sea  was  m  that 
man's  figure.  As  he  stood  there  or  leaned,  the  mere 
posture  only  of  the  clothes  and  the  fat  of  him  ex- 
pressed with  extraordinary  force  the  sickening  mono- 
tony, the  profound  dulness  of  the  calling  of  the  sea, 
as   that   calling   was  in  those  years.      The   iteration 
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of  the  ocean  line ;  the  ceaseless  groan  and  heave 
of  the  timber  fabric  under  one's  foot ;  the  eye- 
wearying  flight  of  the  sails  to  the  mastheads  ;  the 
weeks  and  months  of  the  same  thmg  over  and  over 
again,  ocean  and  sky,  darkness  and  light,  the  weeping 
of  mist,  the  roar  of  wind,  the  cold  of  the  da^\^i ;  the 
beef  and  the  pork,  the  pork  and  the  beef — it  was  all 
in  that  Dutchman's  figure. 

After  we  had  walked  the  deck  for  half  an  hour 
the  senorita  informed  me  that  she  felt  cold,  and  that 
the  movements  of  the  ship  made  her  legs  ache,  and 
she  proposed  that  we  should  go  below  and  that  I 
should  give  her  a  lesson  in  English.  When  we  had 
entered  the  lighted  cabin,  she  saw  m  my  face  that  I 
was  in  no  particular  humour  to  teach  her  English  just 
then.  She  was  quick  in  reading  me  :  this  had  come 
about  through  much  of  our  talk  having  been  carried 
on  with  our  faces.  In  truth,  whilst  I  had  walked 
with  her  on  deck  my  thoughts  had  gone  to  Bol's 
questions  about  the  disposal  of  the  money,  and  my 
spirits  had  drooped  a  bit. 

But  her  ladyship  was  not  to  be  put  off:  she  must 
coax  me  into  an  easy  mind,  and  then  no  doubt  I 
would  give  her  a  lesson  in  English.  She  removed  the 
cap  she  had  contrived  out  of  the  yield  of  the  slop- 
chest,  and  turned  herself  about  that  I  might  help  to 
take  off  the  heavy  pilot  cloth  jacket  which  she  had 
likewise  cut  and  contrived  for  herself,  as  you  have 
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heard.  When  this  was  dorie,  she  seated  herself 
abreast  of  the  lamp,  and  laughing  and  looking  at  me 
with  sparkling  eyes  she  made  me  understand  that 
if  I  would  give  her  my  hand  she  would  tell  my 
fortune. 

I  did  not  much  like  to  give  her  my  hand  ;  it  was 
coarse  and  horny  with  the  toil  of  the  sea.  I  extended 
the  palm  at  a  safe  distance,  and  by  motions  informed 
her  that  the  lines  of  the  hand  had  been  worn  out — 
smoothed  to  the  quality  of  the  sole  of  an  old  boot  by 
many  years  of  pulling  and  hauling,  by  grasping  the 
spokes  of  wheels,  by  the  lingering  of  canvas,  and  the 
handling  of  capstan  bars. 

"No,  no,"  she  cried,  "give  me  your  hand,  Senor 
Fielding." 

So  I  went  round  the  table,  and  sat  beside  her,  I 
evinced  when  she  took  my  hand  ;  the  contrast  between 
my  square-ended  fist  and  her  delicate  fingers  was  a 
shock.  She  held  my  hand,  and  pored  upon  it.  The 
skylight  was  shut,  and  Galen  probably  thought  that  I 
did  not  observe  him  looking  down  at  us.  Holding 
my  hand,  her  dark  and  shining  eyes  sometimes  bent 
upon  the  palm  of  it,  sometimes  lifted  full  of  archness 
and  quiet  mirth  to  my  face,  the  Lady  Aurora  told  me 
my  fortune.  I  comprehended  but  little  of  what  she 
said  ;  she  spoke  much  in  Spanish,  motioned  with  one 
arm — always  retaining  my  hand — viewed  me  with  a 
face  that  was  for  ever  chaaiging  its  expression,  and 
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occasionally  she  let  fall  certain  English  words.  I 
guessed  from  Avhat  she  said  that  I  was  to  be  rich, 
marry  a  handsome  lady  without  money,  have  six 
children,  and  live  to  be  a  very  old  man. 

Jimmy  came  into  the  cabin  while  she  held  my 
hand,  and  gaped  at  us  from  the  bottom  of  the  com- 
panion-ladder. I  bade  him  put  wine,  biscuits,  and  the 
material  for  grog  upon  the  table,  and  then  clear  out. 
When  the  lady  was  done  with  my  hand  she  went 
to  her  berth  and  returned  with  a  log-book — a  new 
volume  of  blank  leaves  headed  for  entries — which  I 
had  given  to  her  out  of  several  in  Greaves's  cabin. 

"  Now,  Senor  Fielding,"  said  she  in  English,  "  you 
shall  give  me  a  lesson ; "  and,  sitting  down,  she  ex- 
amined the  point  of  her  pencil,  and  adjusted  herself 
with  the  air  of  a  lady  who  means  business. 

I  glanced  at  the  clock,  poured  out  a  glass  of  Avine,and 
placed  it  on  a  swing  tray  in  front  of  her  ;  then  mixed 
myself  a  tumbler  of  grog,  and  took  a  seat  over  against 
her.  The  lesson  consisted  of  dictation.  I'd  pronounce 
a  sentence  deliberately ;  she'd  take  it  do^\Ti,  hand  me 
the  book  ;  then  our  faces  would  meet  across  the  table 
over  the  book,  whilst  I  pointed  out  the  blunders  in 
spelling,  and  explained  the  meaning  of  such  words  as 
she  did  not  know.  She  had  filled  several  pages  of 
the  book  on  her  ovm  account,  and  some  pages  on 
mine. 

The  romance  of  it  all !    What  more  romantic  as  a 
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detail  of  ocean  life  would  you  have  ?  Realise  that 
little  moonlighted  brig  rolling  over  the  black  heave 
of  the  sea,  Cape  Horn  not  far  off,  the  Cross  and  the 
Magellanic  dust  overhead,  nothing  in  sight,  the  moon's 
Avake  coiling  in  hills  of  silver  under  her,  and  in  the 
heart  of  that  lonely  speck  of  brig  two  young  people, 
again  and  again  nearly  rubbing  cheeks  together  over 
a  blank  log-book :  one  of  them  a  fine,  handsome 
Spanish  Avoman,  Avith  dark  eyes  of  fire  and  a  smile 
that  Avas  like  light  Avith  its  swift  disclosure  of  Avhite 
teeth,  and  a  beautiful  httle  pale  yelloAv  hand  that 
shone  Avith  jeAvels  ;  and  the  other — and  the  other — 

She  looked  at  the  clock,  started  A\ith  a  Spanish 
exclamation,  and  said,  "  I  A\dll  sing.  You  have 
been  good.  I  Avill  sing  to  you."  All  this  she 
said  in  English.  Then,  in  dumb  shoAv,  she  played  a 
phantom  guitar,  gazing  at  me  Avith  one  of  those  asking 
looks  Avhich  I  could  interpret  as  easily  as  I  took 
sights.  I  shook  my  head  to  her  signification  of  a 
guitar,  and  played  on  an  imaginary  fiddle ;  on  Av^hich 
she  nodded,  crying  Avith  viA^acity  in  Spanish,  "  It  Avill 
do  !     It  Avill  do  !  " 

I  put  my  head  into  the  hatch  and  called  for 
Jimmy.  Galen  sent  the  name  forAvard  m  a  roar,  and 
the  boy  arrived. 

"  BorroAA^  me  a  fiddle,"  said  I. 

When  he  returned  he  held  a  fiddle  and  a  fiddle- 
stick ;   but  this  unusual  appeal  of  the  cabin  to  the 
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forecastle  had  roused  curiosity,  and  a  number  of  the 
men  followed  Jimmy  to  the  quarter-deck.  I  heard 
theu'  softened  footfalls,  and  caught  a  glimpse  of  their 
figures  as  they  stood  round  about  the  skylight,  scarce 
sensible  that  they  were  visible  through  the  black 
glass.  The  lady  took  the  fiddle  and  the  bow  from 
the  lad,  who  ^vithdrew.  She  put  the  fiddle  to  her 
neck,  tuned  it,  and  played  a  short,  merry  air.  I  had 
not  known  that  she  played  the  fiddle.  I  guessed  she 
had  asked  for  the  instrument  to  twang  an  accompani- 
ment upon.  She  played  a  second  sweet  and  merry 
air;  the  melody  was  full  of  beauty  and  humour. 
Someone  overhead  tapped  the  deck  in  time  to  it.  I 
took  care  not  to  look  up,  willing  that  the  fellows 
should  listen,  though  they  had  no  business  aft. 

"  How  do  you  like  that  ?  "  said  the  lady  in  Spanish. 
"  It  is  sweet  and  good.  Give  me  more." 
She  put  down  the  bow,  and,  laying  the  fiddle 
across  her  knees,  twanged  it.  She  kept  her  eyes  fas- 
tened upon  me,  and,  when  she  had  tweaked  the  fiddle 
strings,  she  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  laughed;  then, 
before  the  laugh  had  fairly  left  her  lips,  she  burst  into 
song,  singing  with  that  clear,  full-throated  richness  of 
voice  which  poor  Greaves  had  predicted  her  the  pos- 
sessor of  She  filled  the  cabin  with  her  song.  She 
would  have  filled  the  biggest  theatre  in  Europe  with 
it.  Her  voice  was  thrilling  with  volume  and  power, 
and   her   eyes   were   full   of  a  gay  triumph   as   she 
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sang,  as  though  she  would  say,  "  This  is  news  to  yon, 
my  friend." 

I  thought  her  spirit  the  most  remarkable  part  of 
the  performance.  Here  was  a  lady — a  young  and 
handsome  woman,  clearly  a  person  of  degree  in  her 
own  country — amusing  a  young,  rough  sailor  with  her 
songs,  fiddling  to  him,  taking  lessons  in  English  from 
him,  watching  him  with  shining  eyes,  as  though  her 
heart  was  as  charged  with  light  as  her  gaze.  Her 
voice,  her  face,  the  aroma  of  her  manner,  transformed 
the  plain,  grim  little  cabin  of  the  brig  into  a  brilhant 
drawing-room,  full  of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  sweet 
with  the  scent  of  flowers,  gay  with  the  gleam  of  silk 
and  jewel  and  epaulet.  Who,  whilst  she  sang,  would 
have  supposed  that  she  had  been  shipwrecked  not 
very  long  ago,  living,  with  small  hopes  of  deliverance, 
upon  a  desert  island,  in  company  with  a  couple  of 
common,  low  seamen ;  ignorant  whether  her  mother 
was  alive  or  dead  ;  still  many  thousands  of  miles  away 
from  her  home,  if  Madrid  was  to  be  her  home,  with 
twenty  hard  fortunes  before  her  for  all  she  knew  ? 

She  sang  me  three  songs,  and  all  hands,  as  I  knew 
by  the  shuffling  of  feet,  listened  above,  some  shoulder- 
ing warily  into  the  companion-hatch  to  hear  well.  I 
reckoned  she  knew  she  had  a  bigger  audience  than  I, 
for  once  she  lifted  her  eyes  in  the  pause  of  a  song  and 
smiled  in  a  conscious  way. 

"  Now  I  am  tired,"  said  she  in  English,  and  put 
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the  fiddle  upon  the  table  mth  cajDricious  quickness  of 
movement.  "  Good-night,  Senor  Fielding  ;  "  and  she 
gave  me  a  low,  but  somewhat  haughty,  bow,  and  went 
to  her  cabin,  stepping  the  short  length  of  the  deck 
\vdth  the  most  translatable  carriage  in  life :  "  I  have 
annised  you,  I  have  condescended  ;  hut  I  am  ahvays 
the  Senorita  Aif^rora  de  la  Cueva.     Vaya  !  " 


CHAPTER  XXYI 

A  TRAGIC   SHIFT   OF   COURSE. 

All  went  well  Avith  us  tkrougli  the  montli  of  February 
and  through  the  early  days  of  March  in  that  year  of 
God,  1815,  until  it  came  to  pass  that  we  arrived  in 
the  latitude  45 '^  south,  and  in  longitude  47^  west. 

I  was  very  hopeful  m  tliis  time.  The  crew  had 
been  orderly,  civil,  and  quick  ;  strong,  prosperous 
winds  had  swept  us  roimd  the  Horn  and  northwards  ; 
we  were  homeward  bound ;  we  were  putting  the  un- 
familiar stars  of  the  south  over  our  stern  :  aheady 
some  were  gone  and  some  wheeled  low.  I  walked 
the  deck  with  gladness,  and  knew  but  two  sorrows : 
that  Greaves  was  not  at  my  side  to  share  in  the  rich 
issue  of  his  own  discovery  and  liis  ovm.  expedition, 
and  that  my  poor,  faithful,  well-loved  Galloon  was 
drowned. 

Little  wonder  that  my  heart  at  this  time  felt 
light,  that  my  spirits  sometimes  danced.  Let  me  but 
bring  the  brig  to  a  safe  anchorage  off  Deal,  and  I 
might   hope — faihng   frigates   and  presses — that   my 
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business  was  done.  I  should  have  taken  a  long  fare- 
well of  the  sea.  I  should  be  a  rich  man ;  for  to  me, 
in  those  days,  six  thousand  pounds  of  Enghsh  money 
was  a  great  sum — ay,  beyond  my  utmost  hopes  by 
one  cipher  at  least.  Yes ;  and  even  had  I  dreamt  of 
six  hundred  pounds,  how  was  I  to  earn  it  ?  Never 
could  I  have  saved  so  much  money  out  of  the  slender 
wage  of  the  ocean.  Why,  let  me  even  knock  off 
another  cipher,  and  put  the  figiu-e  at  sixty  pounds. 
Do  many  Jacks,  after  years  of  bitter  toil,  hmp  ashore 
— curved  in  the  back,  one-eyed  maybe,  half-fingerless, 
rotted  to  their  marrow  with  the  beastly  food,  the 
stinking  water  of  the  jolly  life  of  the  deep,  rotted  to 
the  soul  by  nameless  sins  and  the  slum-and-alley 
seductions  of  a  hundred  ports — are  there  many  Jacks, 
I  ask,  whose  savings,  after  years  of  labour,  amount  to 
sixty  pounds  .? 

There  is  an  irony  of  circumstance  at  sea  as  there 
is  ashore ;  but  at  sea  this  sort  of  irony  is  bitterer  than 
ashore,  because  nothing  can  happen  at  sea  that  lacks 
a  colouring,  more  or  less  defined,  of  the  fearful  signi- 
ficance of  life  or  death. 

In  proof  whereof  list,  ye  landsmen,  to  Avhat  I  am 
about  to  relate. 

You  will  suppose  that  so  shrewd,  intelhgent,  and 
diligent  a  lady  as  the  Senorita  Aurora  would  not  need 
to  be  thrown  much  in  the  company  of  an  Englishman, 
would  not  need  to  be  long  instructed  by  him,  would 
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not  need  to  spend  many  hours  in  studying  for  herself, 
before  she  acquired  a  very  respectable  knowledge  of 
the  English  tongue.  And  let  me  tell  you  that  by 
this  time,  though  she  spoke  slowly,  with  many  pauses, 
though  she  wanted  many  words,  she  was  already  be- 
come a  very  good  listener  when  I  discoursed  in  my 
own  speech.  How  long  should  it  take  an  inteUigent 
Spanish  lady  to  learn  English — to  talk  it  freely  and 
correctly  ?  I  don't  know.  My  Lady  Aurora  began  (in 
questions)  the  study  of  the  language,  as  you  may  re- 
member, in  the  beginning  of  January ;  and  now,  in 
these  early  days  of  March,  she  understood  me  when 
I  talked  to  her ;  w^hen  I  talked  to  her  slowly  and 
pronounced  my  words  carefully,  and  when  I  helped 
her  with  a  sign  or  a  Spanish  word  here  and  there. 

I'll  call  the  date  the  12th  of  March :  it  was  a 
Friday  ;  I  sat  at  dinner  with  Madam  Aurora.  Dinner  ! 
— yet  I  must  give  even  that  pleasant  name  to  the 
midday  repast,  to  the  piece  of  beef  in  whose  mahogany 
texture  lurked  scurvy  enough  to  lay  low  a  watch,  to 
the  boiled  duff  and  the  several  messes  of  the  caboose. 
But  then  our  stock  of  poultry  was  growing  small: 
we  had  need  to  be  frugal ;  we  were  in  the  unhappy 
condition  of  not  daring — or  not  choosing,  if  you  will 
— to  look  into  a  port  for  the  replenishment  of  coops 
and  casks. 

I  sat  with  her  ladyship,  and  we  ate  of  the  yield 
of  the   Black    Watch's  cabin  pantry.     The  day  was 
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fine ;  the  sun  sparkled  white  as  silver  upon  the  sky- 
light. The  royal  yards  were  aloft,  and  the  brig  was 
sailing  with  her  larboard  topmast  studding-sail  out, 
making  very  Httle  noise  as  she  went,  so  that  talking 
was  easy. 

Times  had  been  when  Miss  Aurora  questioned  me 
about  the  dollars  in  the  lazarette.  She  had  asked 
me  for  the  name  of  the  ship  they  came  from  :  I  had 
answered  her  La  Perfecta  Casada.  She  had  asked 
me  for  the  story  of  Greaves's  discovery,  and  by  our 
methods  of  communication  I  had  spun  her  the  yarn. 
When  I  had  spun  her  the  yarn,  she  informed  me  that 
she  had  heard  of  the  loss  of  a  Spanish  ship  called 
La  Perfecta  Casada,  with  all  hands,  as  it  was 
supposed ;  but  this  said,  the  subject  dropped,  and  we 
rarely  afterwards  mentioned  the  matter  of  the  treasure 
in  the  hold. 

Now,  whilst  Ave  were  at  dinner  this  day,  we  talked 
of  her  shipwreck  She  said  there  had  been  a  quantity 
of  antique  valuable  furniture  belonging  to  her 
mother  on  board ;  otherwise,  saving  clothes  and 
jewellery,  the  Senora  de  la  Cueva  had  embarked  no 
property  in  the  ship.  She  spoke  of  the  captain  and 
officers  of  the  vessel.  The  captain  was  a  worthless 
seaman,  a  timid,  ill-tempered,  swearing  felloAv,  a  native 
of  the  Manillas.  We  drifted  from  this  subject  of 
the  Avreck  to  La  Perfecta  Casada.  Our  conversation 
was   animated,  despite   the  frequent   interruption  of 
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gesticulations,  the  many  hinderances  of  words  un- 
intelligible through  their  pronunciation,  the  frequent 
pausings  for  the  needful  term.  She  requested  me  to 
describe  the  cave  in  which  the  Casada  lay.  I  fetched 
paper  and  pencil,  and  drew  it  for  her  as  best  I 
could.  Then  she  asked  me  the  value  of  the  trea- 
sure, and  I  told  her  very  honestly  that  it  rose  to 
above  half  a  million  of  dollars  of  the  currency  of  her 
nation. 

"  Ave  Maria  !  "  cried  she,  "  Avhat  wealth  to  discover 
in  a  cave  !  It  is  like  a  tale  told  by  the  Arabs.  Santa 
Maria  Purissima !  what  a  treasure  for  a  mariner  of 
the  orthodox  faith  to  dedicate  to  the  Church  !  You 
will  receive  a  handsome  portion,  I  trust  ? " 

"  I  will  receive  a  share,"  said  I.  *^ 

"  And  the  poor  Captain  Greaves — had  he  a  share  ? " 

"  A  big  share." 

"It  will  go  to  his  mother  ?  " 

"  He  had  no  relations.     It  will  go  to  his  Church." 

Her  eyes  sparkled.  "  My  Church  1 "  she  cried, 
pressing  her  forefinger  to  her  breast. 

"  Mine,"  said  I,  imitating  her  action  with  my 
forefinger. 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders,  looked  at  me  fixedly, 
smiled,  and  gave  me  several  nods  in  the  foreign 
fashion. 

I  felt  no  reluctance  in  talking  to  her  about  the 
treasure.      Indeed,  I   had   never    sympathised    with 
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Greaves's  nervous  caution  in  this  Avay.  It  was  not 
as  if  he  and  I  alone  had  possessed  the  secret  of  the 
dollars  :  all  hands  knew  there  were  fifteen  tons  of 
minted  silver  in  the  lazaret te.  What  on  earth 
was  the  use  of  concealing  the  fact  from  this 
Spanish  lady,  as  if  she  only,  of  all  the  souls  on  board 
the  brig,  was  to  be  feared  by-and-by  as  the  intel- 
ligencer ? 

I  was  in  high  spirits  that  day :  the  sunshine  in 
the  heavens  was  upon  my  heart ;  I  enjo^^ed  the 
company  of  the  handsome  lady ;  I  found  a  growing 
and  a  deepening  pleasure  in  viewing  her  when  she 
talked  ;  I  delighted  in  the  music  that  her  voice  gave 
to  her  Enghsh.  All  was  well,  and  we  were  homeward 
bound.  I  had  a  mind  to  talk  of  my  dollars  and  my 
prospects :  and  whether  she  guessed  my  wish  or  not, 
she  helped  me  to  the  subject  by  asking  me  how  much 
my  share  would  amount  to. 

"  Many  figures  in  dollars,"  said  I,  "  and  in  British 
gold  just  a  little  fat  figure." 

"  Shall  you  buy  a  ship  ?  "  said  she,  smiling. 

"  No,"  said  I,  lookmg  earnestly  at  her,  "  I  will 
marry  a  wife  and  settle  down." 

She  clapped  her  hands,  threw  her  head  back,  and 
laughed  aloud.  "  Que  disparate  I  Cannot  you  make 
a  better  use  of  your  money  than  purchasing  a  wdfe 
with  it  ?  Senor  Fielding,  you  shall  buy  a  fine  ship 
and  trade  to  the  Indies  and  grow  immensely  rich. 
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Marry !  Que  disparate^  She  threw  back  her  head 
again,  and  laughed  out. 

"  I'll  buy  no  ship,"  said  I.  "  I  will  marry  a  hand- 
some woman,  and  live  happily  with  her  on  the  sea- 
shore. She  and  I  will  go  a-fishmg  for  pleasure.  You 
are  not  a  sailor :  were  you  a  sailor  you  would  think 
of  nothing  but  a  wife  and  a  home  of  your  own,  and 
money  enough  for  meat,  tobacco,  and  the  rest." 

"  Your  wife,"  said  she,  "  shall  be  another  Perfecta 
Gasada :  she  shall  make  you  more  money  than  any 
woman  can  bring  you.  You'll  die  a  Catholic,  and 
your  fortune  shall  build  a  magnificent  cathedral ; "  and 
now,  without  another  word,  she  abruptly  rose,  made 
me  a  low,  strange  bow — as  though,  forsooth,  we  had 
met  for  the  first  time  in  our  brig  five  mmutes  before — 
and  went  to  her  cabin. 

She  was  frequently  puzzling  me  in  this  way. 
She'd  abandon  herself,  so  to  speak ;  be  all  charm, 
naivete,  smiles,  and  graciousness ;  then  abruptly  look 
poniards  and  corkscrews,  and  with  a  sweep  of  her 
tine  figure  make  off.     Was  it  her  theory  of  coquetry  ? 

I  went  on  deck  with  a  half-smile  in  my  thought 
of  her  odd,  abrupt,  capricious  withdrawal,  and  amused, 
too,  with  thinking  of  how  I  now  managed  to  make 
out  a  clear  conversation  with  a  girl  who  a  few  weeks 
before  pointed  at  things  with  her  finger  and  talked  to 
me  with  her  eyes.  The  time  was  about  twenty 
minutes  before  two.     John  Wirtz  was  at  the  wheel. 
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Bol,  Avhose  watch  it  was,  talked  with  Travers  and 
Teach  in  the  gangway.  Travers  and  Teach  were  in 
Galen's  watch.  I  was  surprised  to  find  them  aft — 
further  aft,  I  mean,  than  that  they  had  a  right  to  be 
— talking  with  Bol,  whose  business  it  Avas  to  keep  a 
look-out.  Galen  was  on  the  forecastle,  pacing  to  and 
fro,  under  the  ya^Yii  of  the  fore-course,  with  Henry 
Call  and  James  Meehan :  Friend  and  the  two 
Spaniards  were  squatted  upon  a  sail  in  the  waist, 
stitching  at  it.  Both  watches,  then,  were  on  deck, 
and  all  hands,  saving  Jim  Yinten  the  cabin  boy, 
visible. 

I  found  something  strange  in  this :  yet,  had  I 
taken  time  to  reflect,  I  might  have  seen  that  the 
strangeness  lay  rather  in  the  bearing  of  the  men  than 
in  the  circumstance  of  all  the  crew  being  in  sight.  I 
looked  aloft :  every  cloth  was  doing  its  work ;  the 
whiteness  of  the  sails  overflowed  the  boundaries  of 
the  bolt-ropes  with  hght,  and  the  azure  of  the  sky 
was  a  pale  silver  against  the  edges  of  the  canvas. 
The  foam,  spitting  from  the  nimble  thrust  of  the  cut- 
water, shot  by  fast  alongside ;  the  brig  was  sailing 
welL  I  stood  with  my  hands  upon  one  of  the 
shrouds  of  the  main,  my  eyes  upon  the  sea-Hne ; 
turning  a  minute  or  two  later,  I  saw  Yan  Bol  coming 
to  me. 

"  Mr.  Fielding,"  said  he,  "  I  likes  to  have  a  quiet 
talk  mit  you." 
F  2 
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Travers  and  Teach  in  the  gangway  held  their 
stations,  looking  at  us.  Galen  came  to  a  halt  on  the 
forecastle,  with  his  face  aft ;  Friend  looked  at  us  with 
his  needle  poised  ;  the  Spaniards  went  on  stitching. 

"  What  is  it  ? " 

"  I  shpeaks  for  all  handts.  Do  not  be  afraid, 
Mr.  Fielding.  She  vhas  all  right,  und  every  man  vhas 
good  friendts." 

"  Afraid ! "  said  I,  looking  at  him  steadily,  though 
I  was  conscious  that  the  blood  was  gone  out  of  my 
cheeks.     "  I  think  you  said  afraid  ?  " 

"  I  ox  pardon,  I  vhas " 

"  There  is  no  Dutchman  in  this  ship — there  is  no 
Dutchman  in  all  Holland  that  can  make  me  afraid. 
Use  another  word,  and  bear  a  hand.  I  mean  to  get 
an  hour's  sleep  this  afternoon." 

"  Dere  vhas  nothing,  I  hope,  to  stop  you  sleeping 
soundtly  as  long  as  you  please." 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Fielding,  ve  vants  the  brig's  course  altered." 

"  Ay,  indeed.     For  what  part  of  the  world  ?  " 

"  I  hope  you  shall  not  sneer.  By  ter  timder  of 
Cott,  all  handts  vhas  m  earnest." 

"  Dot  vhas  so,"  exclaimed  Wirtz  at  the  wheel,  in 
his  deep  voice. 

I  observed  that  Galen  had  come  aft,  and  was 
standing  with  Travers  and  Teach  at  the  gangway, 
within  easy  earshot  of  our  voices  :  in  fact,  they  were 
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almost  abreast  of  us  t'other  side  of  the  deck ;  and  our 
ship,  as  you  know,  was  a  little  one. 

"  You  want  the  brig's  course  altered  ?    For  where  ? " 

"  For  Amsderdam  Island." 

"  Yes,  that  island  in  the  Indian  Ocean  which  the 
Dutch  discovered  and  gave  a  name  to,  and  which  you 
were  talking  about  to  me  lately." 

"  Mr.  Fielding,  ve  vhas  all  good  friendts.  I  like 
to  talk  mit  you  as  a  mate  mit  his  captain.  Ve  vhas 
respectful,  but,  by  Cott,  ve  vhas  in  bloydy  earnest 
also."  He  smote  the  palm  of  his  left  hand  with  his 
huge  right  fist  and  looked  round ;  on  which  Galen, 
Teach,  Travers,  and  others  came  aft.  Friend  flung 
down  his  pahn  and  needle,  and  joined  the  group  ;  the 
Spaniards  rose  to  their  feet,  but  remained  where  they 
were. 

I  knew  myself  pale.  I  was  startled — I  was 
thunderstruck;  down  to  this  instant  the  crew  had 
given  me  no  hint  to  suspect  their  willingness  to  work 
the  brig  to  the  Channel.  I  fetched  some  laboured 
breaths,  recollected  myself  with  a  prodigious  effort  of 
resolution,  and  after  looking  first  at  one  face  and  then 
at  another,  during  which  time  I  was  eyed  with 
great  eagerness,  with  here  and  there  the  hint  of  a 
threat,  but  generally  with  countenances  not  wanting 
in  respect,  I  exclaimed,  "  Who  will  tell  me  what  it  is 
you  want  ? " 

*'  Shall  I  speak,  Mr.  Bol  ?  "  said  Teach. 
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"  Shpeak,"  cried  Bol  in  his  voice  of  thunder. 

"  The  matter's  simple  as  countin'  your  toes,"  said 
Teach,  addressing  me.  "  There's  a  cargo  of  silver 
down  in  the  lazarette,  ain't  there  ?  The  captain's  dead 
— him  it  rightly  belonged  to  as  the  discoverer  of  it. 
He's  dead,  and  us  men  are  agreed  that  his  share — a 
lump,  we  allow — should  be  divided  amongst  all  hands, 
3^ou  being  one  of  us." 

"  Dot's  so,"  said  Bol. 

"We  don't  want  no  blooming  fuss,"  continued 
Teach ;  "  the  job's  to  be  handled  so  that  it  shall  be 
agreeable  to  all  concerned.  Here's  the  brig,  and  the 
money's  below." 

"  Dot  vhas  so,"  said  Galen.  "  Dis  vhas  a  shob  over 
vhich  ve  all  shakes  hands." 

"  If  we  carried  the  money  home,"  continued  Teach, 
"  what's  going  to  happen  ?  Mr.  Tulp'U  claim  the 
captain's  share  as  well  as  his  own.  And  Avhat's  to  be 
his  own  ?  And  what's  to  be  your'n,  Mr.  Fielding  ? 
And  Avhat's  to  be  our'n  ?  Tulp'ud  suck  the  egg  and 
smash  the  shell  agin  our  faces.  Our  rights  goes  hell's 
own  length  beyond  the  measl}^  hundreds  that's  to  be 
our  fo'ksle  allowance  of  dollars." 

"  No  need  to  curse  and  swear,  Thomas,"  exclaimed 
Friend.  "  Mr.  Fielding's  a-taking  of  it  all  in.  Give 
him  time.  Before  a  man  lets  go,  he  sings  out.  We 
haven't  sung  out.  I'm  for  kindly  feelings  in  this 
here  traverse." 
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"  The  shares  you  are  promised,  along  with  your 
wages,"  said  I,  "  should  satisfy  you.  I  will  see  that 
every  man  is  paid." 

"  Yhat  vhas  your  share,  sir  ? "  said  Wirtz  at  the 
wheel. 

"  Ain't  it  worth  naming  ? "  said  Meehan  after  a 
short  silence. 

Call  laughed. 

"  'Tain't  as  if  you  was  here  through  Mr.  Tulp's 
ordering,"  said  Teach. 

"  You  have  chosen  me  captain,"  said  I. 

"  The  brig  saved  your  life,"  exclaimed  Street ;  "  you 
owes  us  a  good  turn." 

"  Captain  you  are,  and  captain  we  wishes  you  to 
remain,"  said  Teach. 

"  Dere  vhas  one  ting  dot  vhas  proper  you  should 
recollect,  Mr.  Fielding,"  said  Bol,  "  How  about  der 
wars  dot  vhas  on  ?  If  we  carries  der  treasure  oop  der 
Atlantic,  ve  stands  to  lose  her.  Down  here  dere  vhas 
peace  und  comfort." 

"  Are  not  our  heels  a  match  for  anything  that's 
afloat  ? "  said  I. 

"  Yaw,"  answered  Bol,  "  and  vhilst  ve  roon  a  shoe 
comes  off;  den  vhere  vhas  ve  ?  Look  at  our  gom- 
pany.     Look  at  our  goons." 

"  What's  your  scheme  ?  "  I  exclaimed, 

"  Is  it  for  me  to  speak  ? "  said  Teach, 

"  Shpeak,  Thomas,"  cried  BoL 
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.  "  Our  scheme's  this,  sir.  We  want  you  to  carry 
the  brig  to  Amsterdam  Island,  where  we  mean  to 
heave  the  brig  to — weather  alloAving — land  the  silver, 
bury  it,  and  sail  away  for  New  Holland." 

"  Out  with  it  all,  Tom,"  said  Travers. 

"  There's  a  party  as  is  settled  at  Port  Jackson," 
continued  Teach.  "  He's  a  relation  of  mine.  He'll  do 
for  us  men  what  Mr.  Tulp  did  for  Captain  Greaves ; 
if  this  brig's  to  be  given  up,  he'll  find  us  a  schooner  or 
some  such  craft.  We'll  fetch  the  silver  m  her,  and 
he'll  receive  it  and  divide  it  amongst  us,  making  a 
share  for  himself.  His  share'U  be  what  our'n  is,  no 
more  nor  less.  That'll  be  right.  AVe  find  him  the 
money  and  he  finds  us  the  vessel,  and  it's  share  and 
share  ahke.  I  am  for  fah  dealing.  Straight  was 
straight  with  me  afore  I  Avent  to  sea ;  I  wor  straight 
as  a  httle  'un ;  straight's  the  word  still ;  and  I  han't 
kinked  yet.  AVhat  are  we  doing  ?  Robbing  any  man 
of  his  rights  ?  "  cried  he,  looking  round  into  the  faces 
of  the  others.  "  I  say  no.  The  captain's  dead.  If 
he  were  alive  his  rights  'ud  carry  the  brig  home, 
barring  events.  But  he's  dead  ;  his  money  falls  into 
shares  for  us  men  to  take  up — for  us  men  and  you, 
sir.  As  to  Mr.  Tulp — look  here.  Suppose  he  never 
hears  again  of  the  brig  ?  Is  that  a-going  to  break 
any  man's  heart  ?  How  is  he  to  know  that  we've  got 
the  silver  ?  How  is  he  to  know  Captain  Greaves's 
yarn  warn't  a  lie  ?     What's  his  venture  ?    Just  the 
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cost  of  the  hiring  of  this  brig.  Well,  by  our  not 
turning  up  we  save  him  in  wages.  That's  wrote  off, 
and  that  means  pounds  in  good  money.  The  brig 
don't  turn  up,  and  what  then  ?  She's  gone  to  the 
bottom  ;  she's  been  taken.  It'll  hentertain  Mr.  Tulp, 
when  he  ain't  hard  at  work  making  money,  to  guess 
what's  become  of  us.  And  how'll  our  mysterious 
disappearance  leave  him  ?  Yy,  one  of  the  richest 
gents  in  the  city  o'  Amsterdam." 

Every  eye  was  fastened  upon  my  face  whilst 
Teach  addressed  me.  The  fellows'  looks  were 
eloquent  with  expectation  that  I  should  be 
instantly  convmced,  satisfied,  impressed,  eager  to 
execute  their  wishes.  Jimmy  was  staring  at  us 
out  of  the  door  of  the  caboose,  and  I  called  to 
him — 

"  Fetch  me  the  bag  of  charts  and  a  pair  of 
compasses." 

He  brought  the  things.  I  found  a  chart  of  the 
world — a  track-chart.  . 

"  Spread  this  on  the  skylight,"  said  I,  giving  it  to 
Teach.  He  and  Travers  held  it  open  on  the  sky- 
light. "  Do  you  know  the  situation  of  the  brig  at  this 
moment  ?  "  said  I. 

The  men  drew  shouldering  round  me  to  look : 
Yan  Bol  stooped  his  huge  form  and  ran  his  wide  and 
heavy  face  over  the  chart,  his  nose  within  an  inch  of 
it,  as  though  he  hunted  for  a  flea.     Xot  a  man  could 
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point  to — nay,  not  a  man  had  the  least  idea  of — the 
place  of  the  brig  on  the  chart. 

"  Here's  Avhere  we  are  now,"  said  I,  "  and  here's 
Amsterdam  Island." 

They  huddled  yet  closer — in  a  hairy,  warm,  hard- 
breathing  group — to  look  at  the  island, 

"  There  it  is,  and  here  are  we.  Can  you  collect  sea 
distances  by  looking  on  a  chart  ?  " 

''No."  ^ 

"Damn  your  ignorance.  It's  out  of  that  this 
trouble's  came.  Look  you,  Bol — you  Dutchmen  who 
are  the  cooks  of  this  devil's  mess — look  how  I  take 
this  pair  of  metal  legs  and  make  them  walk — look — 
every  step  signifying  the  flight  of  a  ship  in  a  week  of 
prosperous  gales.  Look — peer  close — value  every  one 
of  these  lines  at  twenty  leagues :  count  them,  Bol — 
count  them." 

"  She  vhas  some  vhays  off :  dot's  allowed,"  answered 
Bol.  "  But  dere  vhas  der  island,  und  dere  vhas  ve, 
all  in  goodt  time." 

"  Why  that  island  ? "  said  I,  stepping  back  from  the 
chart  to  command  the  men's  faces. 

"  Because  I  knows  her,"  answered  Galen.  "  I  vhas 
off  her.  She  vhas  an  uninhabited  island.  She  vhas 
lofty,  mit  goodt  hiding-ground  ;  she  vhas  never 
visited." 

"  Dot's  vy,"  said  Bol. 

"  I'll  not  carry  you  there." 
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"  Yell  turn  it  over,  sir,"  said  Friend. 

"  I'll  not  help  you  to  rob  Mr.  Tulp  of  his 
share." 

"  Dere  vhas  no  robbery.  Ye  vhas  lost  at  sea,  mit 
all  hands,"  said  Galen. 

"  I'll  sail  you  home  and,  if  you  choose,  will  give 
you  my  bond  to  pay  you  so  many  of  the  dollars  as 
we'll  agree  to.  But  I'll  not  take  you  to  Amsterdam 
Island.     So  what  will  you  do  ?  " 

"  What '11  you  do,  sir  ?  "  exclaimed  Teach. 

"  My  duty." 

"Dot  vhas  not  even  half-way,"  said  Bol. 

I  called  to  Jimmy  to  restow  the  charts  and  bring 
them  beloAv,  and  descended  the  companion  ladder. 
I  was  alone,  and  glad  to  be  alone.  The  looks  and 
questions — nay,  the  presence — of  her  ladyship  would 
have  been  intolerable  to  me  just  then.  I  sat  down  at 
the  table,  and  thought ;  then  jumped  up,  and  paced 
the  cabm  Hke  a  madman.  It  had  come  about  as  I 
had  many  a  time  feared,  but  more  darkly  than  ever 
my  imagination  had  foreboded.  The  road  to  Amster- 
dam Island  ran  through  a  hundred  and  fifty  degrees 
of  longitude.  Suppose — an  incredible  suppose  ! — an 
average  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles  a  day ;  two 
months  then  in  making  the  island !  and  after- 
wards ?  The  silver  was  to  be  landed  and  buried, 
and  we  should  head  on  for  Port  Jackson  in  New 
Holland,  where  my  throat  would  be  cut  if  the  spirit 
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of  murder  left  the  crew  a  hand  to  cut  my  throat 
withal. 

And  the  money  being  buried,  good-night  to  my 
six — my  seven  thousand  pounds — to  my  fine 
prospects,  my  giving  up  the  sea  for  ever,  and  setthng 
down  ashore  with  a  wife.  Tulp  ?  God  bless  you, 
no.  It  was  not  of  Tulp  I  thought.  What  was  he  to 
me  ?  I  was  no  servant  of  his,  under  no  obligation  of 
fidelity  to  hhn.  It  was  the  six  thousand  pounds 
which  ran  in  my  head  and  set  my  brains  boiling — 
the  six  thousand  and  the  one  bequeathed  to  me  by 
Greaves. 

I  paced  the  cabin  like  mad.  What  was  I  to  do  ? 
How  was  I  to  preserve  my  share  of  the  dollars  ? 
There  were  eleven,  and  with  me  twelve,  of  us  now  to 
the  brig's  company  :  the  men  were  not  likely  to  count 
Jimmy  and  the  two  Spaniards  as  partners.  Teach— r- 
was  it  Teach  ? — talked  of  an  equal  division :  that 
would  work  out  fifty  thousand  dollars  a  man  :  twenty 
thousand  ahead  of  my  present  share.  They'd  promise 
me  more,  I  daresay — offer  me  what  I  chose  to  take. 
Yes,  and  knife  me,  or  drop  me  overboard  in  the 
hour  of  the  coast  of  New  Holland  heaving  into 
sight. 

Nor  was  that  all  of  it,  either  :  I  conceived  the 
fifteen  tons  of  silver  buried  in  the  Island  of  New 
Amsterdam :  we  arrive  at  Port  Jackson :  Teach's 
friend — think  now  of  the  respectability  of  a  friend  of 
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Teach! — finds  a  little  schooner.  Would  the  fellows 
return  to  the  island  with  me  ?  or  Avould  they  pick  up 
some  cheap  ruffian  of  a  navigator,  leaving  me  to  Avait 
for  them  ? 

If  the  money  was  buried,  my  share  was  gone  for 
good,  my  life  not  worth  a  hair  of  my  beard.  What 
was  to  be  done  ? 

Whilst  I  paced  the  cabin  I  had  observed  that  the 
men  continued  to  hang  about  the  skylight.  I  sup- 
posed that  they  were  looking  at  the  chart.  By  this 
time  the  skylight  lay  clear  :  Jimmy  came  below  with 
the  bag  of  charts  and  the  pair  of  compasses  :  I  heard 
the  voices  of  men  singing  out  in  puU-and-haulmg 
choruses,  and  the  brig  heeled  over  a  httle. 

There  hung  under  the  seat  that  Greaves  used  to 
occupy  a  tell-tale  compass  :  I  looked  at  it,  and  found 
the  brig's  course  east  by  south.  I  immediately  went 
on  deck,  and  found  the  yards  braced  forward  and  both 
watches  hauling  down  the  larboard  studdingsail.  Bol 
walked  the  quarter-deck,  and  Galen  was  shouting 
orders  from  the  forecastle. 

"  Who's  captain  here  ?  "  said  I,  stepping  up  to  the 
great  Dutchman. 

"You,  Mr.  Fielding." 

"  What  are  you  doing  with  the  brig  ? " 

"  Heading  her  off  for  Amsterdam  Island." 

"  So.     Then  you  know  your  way  there  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.     Der  shart  explains  dot  der  island  vhas 
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in  der  east :  so  east  it  vhas  mit  der  brig  till  ve  vhas 
goodt  friendts,  Mr.  Fielding,  und  shake  hands  and 
agree.  And  maybe  he  vhas  all  right  niit  you  now, 
sir,"  he  added,  looking  at  me  out  of  the  corner  of  his 
little  eyes. 

"  I  want  time  to  consider,"  said  I,  realismg  my 
extreme  helplessness,  and  by  that  reahsation  urged 
more  than  half-way  to  the  acceptance  of  my  fate, 
whatever  it  might  prove,  without  further  struggle. 

"  Mr.  Fielding,"  cried  Bol,  throwing  out  his  arms 
and  addressing  me  in  that  posture,  "  vhat  vhas  it 
how  he  vhas  mit  der  brig  und  mit  Mynheer  Tulp 
while  she  vhas  all  right  mit  you  .?  Mindt,  I  doan  say 
dot  if  der  captain  had  lif  dot  dere  vhas  no  trouble. 
Vhat !  "  he  shouted,  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  "  a  leedle 
footy  sum  of  sixty  tousand  dollar  for  all  us  men, 
vhen  Tulp  vhas  to  get  der  half  of  der  half-million,  and 
you  yourself,  Mr.  Fielding,  maybe  vhas  to  take  but  a 
leedle  less  dan  Ca23tain  Greaves  herself.  Vhas  it 
right  ? "  He  thumped  his  bosom.  "  Vhas  she  a  beesi- 
ness  dot  vhas  good  ash  between  man  and  man  ? " 
He  thumped  his  bosom  again.  "  Vhas  not  you  a 
sailor  ?  Yhas  not  der  sailor  gruelly  used  ?  Vhas  she 
not  right  to  stand  up  for  herself  when  der  shance 
comes  ?  Mr.  Fielding,  in  der  sight  of  der  crew  gif  me 
your  hand  und  shake  mit  me,  and  ve  vhas  der  happiest 
of  families  from  dis  hour." 

"  I'll   not   give   you   my  hand.      I  want  time  to 
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think."  His  face  darkened.  I  continued :  "  If  I 
refuse  to  navigate  the  brig  to  Amsterdam  Island  and 
on  to  Port  Jackson,  what  then  ?  " 

Wu-tz,  Avho  was  at  the  wheel,  hearing  this,  called 
out  in  Dutch.  Yan  Bol  gazed  at  him  slowly;  then 
leisurely  brought  his  face  to  bear  upon  mine,  and 
eyed  me  fixedly. 

"  Mr.  Fielding,"  he  said  slowly,  "  I  likes  to  shake 
you  by  der  hand,  und  it  vhas  a  goodt  ting  to  be  a 
happy  barty.  But  if  you  doan  navigate  us,  you  vhas 
of  no  use ;  und  we  puts  you  into  dot  boat  mit  der  two 
Spaniards,  und  sends  you  away,  hoping  dot  it  shall  be 
well  mit  us  all." 

I  remained  in  my  berth  during  the  greater  part  of 
that  afternoon.  I  was  nearly  mad,  and  afraid  to  trust 
myself  on  deck.  The  insult,  let  alone  the  significance, 
of  Bol's  threat  to  send  me  adrift  with  the  two 
Spaniards  was  crushing,  because  it  found  me  entirely 
helpless.  Bligh  of  the  Bounty  had  been  so  served  : 
others  who  deserved  far  better  usage  at  the  hands  of 
their  crew  than  Bligh  of  the  Bounty  had  been  put 
into  boats  in  mid-ocean  and  despatched  to  their  doom. 
In  the  next  hour  I  might  find  myseK  adrilt  with  the 
two  Spaniards,  the  brig  a  white  gleam  on  the  horizon, 
the  Lady  Aurora  alone  with  the  crew,  the  money  as 
utterly  lost  to  me  as  if  it  had  gone  to  the  bottom. 

So  I  remained  in  my  berth,  and  thought ;  and  all 
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the  afternoon  I  sat  thinking,  till  the  evening  darkened 
upon  the  porthole,  till  the  fire  had  gone  out  of 
my  blood,  and  the  machinery  of  the  brain  worked 
calmly. 

Thrice,  or  perhaps  four  times,  did  Miss  Aurora 
beat  upon  my  cabin  door  and  call  my  name.  I  heard 
her  ask  the  lad  Jimmy  if  I  was  ill,  if  I  was  mad,  what 
had  happened,  why  did  the  Seiior  Fielding  hide  him- 
self ?  The  half-witted  boy  knew  not  how  to  answer 
her.  She  knocked  upon  my  door  again.  I  told  her 
that  I  was  hard  at  work,  and  promised  to  join  her 
presently. 

When  the  dusk  fell,  I  opened  the  door  of  my  berth 
and  entered  the  cabin.  I  stepped  at  once  to  the  tell- 
tale compass,  and  saw  that  the  brig's  course  was  still 
east  by  south.  The  lamp  was  alight,  and  the  meal  of 
the  evening  was  upon  the  table.  The  breeze  was 
light,  the  heel  of  the  brig  trifling.  I  guessed  she  was 
under  the  same  canvas  I  had  left  her  clothed  in  at 
noon.  I  saw  the  stars  shining  through  the  skylight 
glass,  and  heard  a  steady  trudge  of  feet  overhead,  as 
of  two  men,  perhaps  three,  walkmg  the  quarter-deck. 
I  looked  round  for  the  Lady  Aurora,  and,  whilst  I  did 
so,  her  white  dress,  with  its  fanciful  decoration  of 
bunting,  filled  the  companion-way,  and  she  came 
down.  Her  eyes  were  bright,  her  looks  without  ex- 
citement or  alarm,  her  cheeks  faintly  coloured  by  the 
breath  of  the  evening  air  she  was  fresh  from.     It  was 
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clear — I  saw  it  in  her — she  knew  nothing  of  what  had 
passed. 

"  At  last,  senor/'  said  she,  approaching  as  though 
to  give  me  her  hand. 

She  stopped,  looked  at  me  earnestly,  and  slightly 
wagged  her  head  in  her  strange  foreign  way. 

"  You  are  ill  ?  "  she  said. 

"  No ;  I  am  hungry.     Let  us  sup." 

She  removed  her  hat.  I  helped  her  to  take  off 
her  jacket.  Whilst  this  was  domg  she  was  silent, 
She  took  her  seat  in  silence,  and  viewed  me  without 
speech,  reflecting  in  her  own  face  the  expression  in 
mine,  as  I  might  suppose,  for  now  was  her  look  of 
ease  gone.  I  waited  until  we  had  eaten  and  drank, 
occasionally  breaking  the  silence  by  commonplace 
remarks  ;  then,  closing  my  knife  and  fork,  and  drain- 
ing my  mug,  I  looked  up  at  the  skylight,  round  at 
the  companion-way,  leaned  my  head  on  my  elbow 
across  the  table,  and  told  my  companion,  as  best 
I  could,  what  had  happened,  and  what  was  still 
happening,  aboard  us. 

Her  intelligence  was  so  keen,  she  was  so  apt  in  the 
interpretation  of  my  looks  and  gestures,  so  quick  in 
collecting  the  meaning  of  my  words,  that  I  found  no 
difficulty  in  making  her  understand.  She  exclaimed 
often  in  Spanish ;  the  shadows  of  many  emotions 
swept  her  face ;  she  stared  with  horror  when  she 
understood  that  the  men  meant  I  should  carry  the 
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brig  to  the  Indian  Ocean,  and  that  the  vessel's  head 
was  abeady  pointed,  according  to  their  notions  of 
navigation,  for  the  Island  of  Amsterdam.  But  she 
received  the  news  with  a  degree  of  calmness  that  was 
an  astonishment  and  a  reproach  to  me  when  I  thought 
of  my  own  distraction.  I  scarcely  imagined  she 
grasped  the  full  meaning  of  the  crew's  intention,  till, 
pointing  downwards,  by  which  she  signified  the  brig's 
hold,  she  said — 

"  The  Casada  had  a  demon  on  board.  It  is  now 
the  spirit  of  this  ship." 

This  she  conveyed  in  Spanish  and  English.  I 
understood  her. 

"  Yet  I  mean  to  keep  a  hold  of  that  demon,"  said 
I,  thinking  aloud  rather  than  talking  to  her.  "  I'd 
put  the  vessel  ashore  sooner  than  let  the  scoundrels 
plunder  me  of  my  share  and  divide — Jesus  Maria  I 
only  think  ! — fifteen  tons  of  dollars  amongst  them  !  " 
And  I  smote  the  table  with  my  fist,  and  the  blood,  hot 
as  flame,  flushed  my  face. 

Then  the  following  conversation  passed  between 
us,  managed  as  before.  I  give  you  the  clear  sense, 
picked  out  of  the  interruptions,  gestures,  sentences, 
and  looks  : — 

"  What  shall  you  do,  Senor  Fielding  ?  " 

"  Advise  me." 

"  I — a  poor,  helpless  woman,  ignorant  of  the 
sea  ?     Yet  does  it  not  seem  to  you  that,  unless  you 
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comply,  they  will  send  you  away  with  Antonio  and 
Jorge  ? " 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  you  will  comply  ? " 

"  And  after  ?  " 

"  After  ?  "  she  cried.  "  Who  knows  ?  Many 
things  may  happen  to  deliver  us  from  this  dreadful 
situation ;  but  if  you  defy  the  crew,  and  they  put 
you  and  my  countrymen  into  a  boat,  we  are  surely 
lost." 

I  assented  with  a  gesture. 

"  They  are  ignorant  of  navigation  ?  "  said  she. 

"  Utterly." 

"  Could  not  you  steal  the  brig  to  a  part  of  some 
coast  where  we  are  likely  to  fall  in  Avith  ships  of  war  ? " 

"  If  they  suspected  treachery  they'd  hang  me  at 
the  yard-arm." 

"  Ave  Maria  !     Where  is  this  New  Holland  ?  " 

"  It  is  very  far  from  here." 

"  How  far  ?  " 

"  It  may  be  four  months  and  perhaps  five  months 
from  this  place." 

"  Mother  of  God !  Is  Spain  to  be  reached  from 
New  Holland  ? " 

"  Yes,  but  the  world  grows  old  before  such  voyages 
are  ended." 

She  cast  down  her  gaze  in  thought.  The  noise  of 
the  tramp  of  footsteps  had  ceased ;  I  reckoned  Ave 
G  2 
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were  being  watched,  but  I  would  not  lift  up  my  eyes 
to  know.  I  rose  and  paced  the  cabin,  having  formed 
my  resolution ;  and  now  I  considered  with  whom  of 
the  crew  I  should  speak.  I  abhorred  Yan  Bol  for  the 
horrible  threat  he  had  uttered,  for  the  enormous 
insult  that  threat  imphed,  and  I  dared  not  put  myself 
alone  with  him — yet.  I  went  to  the  companion- 
ladder  and  called  up  the  hatch  for  Jimmy ;  my  cry 
was  re-echoed,  and  in  a  minute  or  two  the  boy  made 
his  appearance. 

"  Tell  Friend  to  come  to  me — here." 

"  Senor  Fielding,"  said  the  Lady  Aurora,  "  you  will 
comply  with  the  men's  requests  ? "  I  motioned  an 
assent.  "  If  not,  we  are  lost,  I  have  been  thinking. 
You  are  in  their  power.  Paciencia !  If  they  send 
you  away,  I — I — Aurora  de  la  Cueva — "  and  in  pro- 
nouncing her  name  she  touched  her  breast  two  or 
three  times,  "  am  alone  with  men  who  will  be  the 
murderers  of  you  and  my  countr3riiien.  I  count  upon 
your  protection.  Think  of  me  alone  in  this  ship  with 
your  men." 

She  clasped  her  hands,  and  turned  her  dark  and 
shining  eyes  upon  the  little  stand  of  muskets.  A 
peculiar  expression  slightly  curled  her  lip  as  she 
looked  at  those  weapons. 

"  I'll  not  leave  you." 

She  put  her  forefinger  to  her  mouth,  and  at  that 
moment  I  saw  a  man's  legs  in  the  hatch. 
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"  Is  it  down  liere  I'm  wanted,  sir  ?  "  said  the  voice 
of  Friend. 

"  Come  along." 

He  descended,  pulled  his  cap  off,  and  stared  with 
looks  of  misgiving  and  surprise.  Peradventure  he 
thought  I  had  a  design  on  his  life,  and  meant  to 
slaughter  the  crew  one  by  one,  courteously  inviting 
them  below  for  that  purpose.  He  was  a  sailor  of 
a  mild  cast  of  face,  rather  quiet  in  manner,  and  had 
the  most  civil  and  least  swearing  tongue  in  the 
brig. 

"  Sit  down.  I've  a  message  for  the  crew.  I  am 
sick  of  that  huge,  bloody-minded  Bol's  yaw-yaAV- 
yawling  jaw.  Your  Enghsh  is  mine.  You'U  answer 
some  questions,  perhaps  ?  " 

"  I  wiU,  sn." 

"  The  scheme's  this  :  we  sail  to  Amsterdam  Island, 
there  unload  the  silver  and  bury  it.  Why  Amsterdam 
Island  ? " 

"  Because  it's  straight  in  the  road  to  Australia^ 
uninhabited,  and  never  visited." 

"  Why  do  you  not  proceed  direct  to  Botany  Bay, 
keeping  the  money  aboard  ?  " 

"  I'U  tell  you,"  he  answered,  putting  doTvm  his  cap, 
leaning  forward,  and  addressing  me  with  his  forefinger 
on  the  palm  of  his  left  hand.  "  It's  a  matter  we've 
argued  out  for'ads,  and  we're  all  agreed ;  for  this 
reason.     There'll  be  nothing  easier  than  to  ^vTCck  the 
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vessel  within  a  day's  walk  of  Port  Jackson.  If  we 
keeps  the  money  aboard,  we  shall  be  casting  it  away 
with  the  brig.  Is  the  risk  of  our  losing  the  money 
along  with  the  brig  to  be  entertained  ?  VJlaj,  cer- 
tainly an'  of  course  not.  The  money's  to  be  hid  first. 
D'ye  ask,  why  we  don't  hide  it  on  that  part  of  the 
coast  where  we  cast  the  brig  away  ?  Because  the 
priviicy  there  ain't  the  privacy  of  an  uninhabited 
island  ;  there's  savages  and  settlers  a-knocking  about ; 
run  convicks  and  chaps  in  sarch  of  'em  ;  and  no  man 
would  reckon  the  money  safe  until  it  was  dug  up. 
Next  step,  then,  after  losing  the  brig,  will  be  to  tramp 
it  to  Port  Jackson,  shipwrecked  men.  There  Teach 
has'  a  friend.  That  friend's  an  old  pal  of  Teach's,  and 
when  last  heard  of  was  a-doing  well.  He'll  find  us  in 
a  schooner  or  some  small  vessel,  and  when  we've  got 
the  money  he'll  show  us  the  ropes." 

"  What's  Teach's  friend  ?  " 

"  Dunno,  sir." 

"  Was  he  a  convict  ?  " 

"  Dunno,  sir." 

"  You  think  this  a  devilish  clever  scheme,  don't 
you  ? " 

"  It'll  come  off — it'll  come  off,"  he  answered. 

"  rU  work  you  up  twenty  safer,  surer,  and  easier 
schemes  than  that,"  said  I. 

"  Maybe ;  we  likes  our'n,"  he  answered,  with  a 
(^uiet  grin  and  a  slow  look  at  the  Lady  Aurora,  who 
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was  listening  with  the  strained,  vexed,  impatient  look 
of  one  who  hears,  but  understands  little  of  what 
passes. 

"  Amsterdam  Island  is  in  the  Indian  Ocean," 
said  I. 

"  So  they  say." 

"  Xo  vessel  under  three  hundred  tons  may 
navigate  the  Indian  seas.     Do  you  know  that  ?  " 

"When  I  was  in  a  Company's  ship  I  thmk  I 
heered  something  of  the  sort,  but  there's  no  laAv 
where  Amsterdam  Island  is,  and  if  there  was — we 
aren't  pirates,  anyhow ; "  and  he  made  as  if  he  would 
rise. 

"  It's  a  damnably  T\dcked  scheme,  a  hanging 
scheme,  and  as  stupid  as  it's  wicked.  D'ye  know 
what  Yan  Bol  told  me  to-day  ?  .  .  .  .  Friend,  I'm 
an  Englishman  talkuig  to  an  Englishman  ;  and  this 
threat  is  an  accursed  Dutchman's.  Yan  Bol  told 
me  to-day  that  if  I  refused  to  navigate  the  brig  to 
Amsterdam  Island,  you  men  would  send  me  adrift 
in  one  of  the  boats,  along  with  the  two  Spaniards." 

"  Mr.  Fielding,"  he  exclaimed  earnestly,  "  it  was 
talked  of — it  is  talked  of.  You'll  be  making  it  mere 
talk,  sir.  I'm  for  working  this  traverse  on  the  smooth. 
Let  goodwill  grease  the  ways,  says  I.  Why,  ain't  it 
for  you  as  weU  as  for  us  ?  You're  no  servant  of 
Tulp's,  and  the  captain  is  gone  dead ;  and  if  we  says, 
'  Here,  stow  more'n  the  allowance  of  doUars  ye  was  to 
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have,  only  steer  us  true  and  take  a  sheepshank  in 
your  tongue/  who  wouldn't  be  you  ?  It's  easy  terms 
for  a  swilling  measure.  And  that's  my  sentiment 
straight." 

"  You  can  go  forward,  Friend,"  said  I,  "  and  tell 
Mr.  Yan  Bol  and  the  men  that  I  have  thought  the 
matter  over,  that  I  consent  to  remain  captain  of  the 
brig,  and  to  navigate  her  to  Amsterdam  Island." 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 


BOL  S   RUSE. 


"  What  demons  !  "  exclaimed  the  Lady  Aurora  when 
Friend  had  left  the  cabin.  "  You  do  well  to  consent. 
May  the  Holy  Virgin  watch  over  and  deliver  us  ! " 
She  cast  up  her  eyes,  and  crossed  herself  with  great 
devotion. 

When  Friend  was  gone  with  my  message  I  leaned 
upon  the  cabin  table,  thinking.  The  Spanish  lady 
chattered.  I  did  not  heed  her.  I  had  no  hope, 
saw  no  prospect,  could  imagine  no  issue.  True,  much 
might  happen  ;  but  then,  what  would  be  good  for  my 
safety — for  my  own  and  the  safety  of  Madam  Aurora 
— viight  prove  fatal  to  my  fortune;  and  my  dollars 
were  with  me  the  first  of  all  considerations. 

I  wanted  my  six  thousand  pounds :  I  wanted  the 
thirty  thousand  pounds  which  formed  Greaves's  share, 
that  I  might  deal  with  it  in  accordance  with  his 
instructions.  I  wished  to  realise  the  happy  dreams  I 
had  been  dreaming  throughout  the  voyage.  It  was 
maddening  to  think  of  the  whole  fifteen  tons  of  silver 
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falling  into  the  hands  of  the  blackguard  fellows 
forward ;  and  yet  the  devil's  luck  of  the  business  as 
it  now  stood  was  this,  that  what  was  bad  for  them 
was  bad  for  me — by  which  I  mean  that  if  the  brig 
was  captured  by  an  enemy,  or  boarded  by  an  English- 
man and  the  money  discovered ;  if  she  foundered  or 
w^as  stranded  with  the  dollars  aboard,  I  might  indeed 
escape  with  my  life,  I  might  be  delivered  along  with 
the  Lady  Aurora  from  the  situation  I  was  now  in — 
but  my  dollars  would  be  lost  to  me,  and  with  them 
my  sweet  and  jolly  prospects. 

I  w^ent  into  my  cabin,  brought  out  a  chart,  and 
putting  it  under  the  lamp  laid  off  a  course  for  the 
Cape  of  Good  Hope.  I  liken  my  feelings  to  those  of 
a  man  who  is  aw^akened  by  a  jailor  and  told  that  all  is 
ready,  that  he  can  order  what  he  likes  for  breakfast, 
and  that  the  chaplain  Avill  wait  upon  him  presently, 
I  struck  the  chart  a  blow  with  my  fist,  and  hissed 
a  curse  at  it,  like  an}^  stage  ruffian.  We  were  to 
be  bound  the  other  way  now.  We  were  sailing  to 
the  inhospitable  ends  of  the  earth ;  the  stars  of  the 
south  w^ere  to  arise  again ;  the  star  of  the  pole  must 
remain  a  dream  of  home. 

The  tragic  suddenness  of  it  all,  wdien  only  at 
dinner  that  day  I  was  rejoicing  in  spirit  over  our 
progress  north,  and  telling  my  Spanish  companion 
what  I  meant  to  do  with  my  share  of  the  dollars ! 

I  replaced  the  chart,  drank  a  tumbler  of  grog,  and 
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stepping  on  deck,  marched  to  the  wheel  and  looked  at 
the  card.     Call  grasped  the  spokes. 

"  Let  her  go  off.     The  course  is "  and  I  gave 

the  fellow  the  course. 

The  swollen  dusky  shapes  of  Bol,  Galen,  and 
others  of  the  crew  trudged  in  the  gangway.  It  was  a 
fine  clear  night.     I  sang  out — 

"  Trim  sail  and  then  heap  it  on  her.  Set  stun's'ls 
and  let  her  go." 

My  voice  was  instantly  echoed  by  Bol. 

"  Hurrah,  my  ladts  !  Man  der  braces.  Clear  avay 
der  foretopmast  stun's'L  Hurrah  for  beesiness  1  All 
vhas  right  now.     Dis  vhas  a  happy  ship." 

I  stood  beside  the  wheel  whilst  the  men  trimmed 
and  made  sail,  Bol  roaring  at  them,  deeply  thunderous 
with  excitement  and  satisfaction.  Presently  the  great 
Dutchman  came  up  to  me. 

"  Mr.  Fielding,  vhas  he  a  disgrace  to  shake  handts 
now  ? " 

I  gave  him  my  hand,  and  the  brute  squeezed  it. 
He  then  looked  at  the  card,  observed  the  course,  and 
said,  "  Dot  vhas  for  der  Cape  !  " 

"  Yaw." 

"  He  vill  not  bring  der  land  aboardt  ?  All  hands 
would  gif  der  Point  of  Agulhas  a  vide  berth." 

"  I'll  run  you  as  far  south  as  you  choose." 

"  Yell,  I  dessay  a  hondred  mile  vhas  sout 
enough." 
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"  Is  the  fresh  water  going  to  carry  us  to  Amster- 
dam Island  ? " 

"  Dot  vhas  to  findt  out.  If  not,  dere  vhas  plenty 
of  rain  in  der  sky  before  der  last  of  der  casks  gif  out. 
But  she  vhas  not  longer  to  Amsterdam  Island  dan  to 
England,  and  dere  vhas  water  to  last  to  England,  so 
dot  vhas  all  right,  I  hope  ?  Dere  is  fresh  water  on 
der  island." 

"  And  your  provisions  ?  " 

"  She  vhas  to  be  seen  to  likewise." 

"  You'U  find  nothing  to  eat  at  Amsterdam  Island, 
nothing  to  carry  you  on  to  Port  Jackson." 

"  Yhen  der  money  vhas  hid,  dere  vhas  St.  Paul  hard 
by,  mit  goats,  und  cabbage,  und  fish  for  drying." 

I  cursed  him  behind  my  teeth.  The  villain 
looked  far  ahead ;  aU  hands  knew  what  they  were 
about,  whilst  I  saw  nothing  an  inch  beyond  my 
nose. 

"  Mr.  Fielding,  ve  vhas  all  gladt  dot  you  remain 
in  sharge.  Mitout  you  ve  vhas  at  sea  indeedt.  You 
vhas  now  von  of  us.  Dere  vhas  no  robbery.  Tink  a 
leedle,  Mr.  Fielding.  How  vhas  Tulp  to  know  dot  ve 
hov  der  dollars  ?  Tink  a  leedle,  sir.  Ye  gifs  him  our 
vages — our  verk  costs  her  not  von  stiver.  Der  captain 
vhas  deadt — der  money  by  der  law  of  expeditions  like 
ash  dis  vhas,  I  mean  expeditions  dot  vhas  all  der 
same  as  privateering,  belongs  to  der  surfifers.  Sup- 
pose I  die.      Yell,  my  share  goes  by  rights  to  you  und 
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der  oders.  Dot  vhas  onderstood.  Now,  Mr.  Fielding, 
vhat  vhas  your  share  to  be  ?  " 

On  his  asking  me  this  question  I  walked  off. 

It  was  fine  weather  till  past  midnight :  the  wind 
then  came  out  of  the  north-east  in  a  heavy  squall  of 
wet,  and  after  this  for  several  days  it  blew  very  fresh. 
The  rain  drove  in  clouds  over  the  sea :  the  dark  sky 
hung  low,  and  our  reeling  trucks  were  swept  by  the 
shadows  of  the  flying  scud.  Yet,  in  these  heavy 
boisterous  days  Yan  Bol  and  two  or  three  others  con- 
trived to  take  stock  of  the  quantity  of  fresh  water  and 
provisions  on  board.  Bol  sent  Jimmy  to  me  with  the 
particulars,  and  asked  leave  to  attend  me  in  my 
cabin  whilst  I  worked  out  the  figures.  I  sent  word 
back  that  an  Englishman  might  come — Teach  or 
Friend — ^bidding  Jimmy  add  that  I  understood  Bol's 
Enghsh  with  difficulty.  The  truth  Avas,  I  hated  the 
villain  ;  wished  to  have  no  more  to  do  with  him  than 
the  work  of  the  brig  forced  upon  me.  He  had 
threatened  me  with  an  open  boat :  he  was  at  the 
bottom  of  this  seizure  of  the  brig  and  her  cargo  of 
silver  :  the  project  of  casting  the  vessel  away  was  his, 
I  did  not  question.  Could  I  have  served  any  purpose 
by  taking  his  life,  I'd  have  shot  him  with  less  com- 
punction than  I'd  A\Ting  a  fowl's  neck. 

The  man  who  arrived  was  Teach.  He  had  washed 
his  face,  and  buttoned  himself  up  in  a  clean  pilot-coat, 
to  pay  the  cabin  this  visit.      He  was  a  smart  seaman  ; 
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a  sharp-looking  rogue,  with  curhng  hair  and  a  long 
lean  nose,  and  little  darting  eyes.  He  knocked  on  my 
cabin  door,  and  I  bade  him  come  in. 

"  Oh,"  said  I,  "  is  it  you  ?     Sit  doAvn." 

Without  further  words  I  took  pencil  and  paper 
and  fell  to  my  calculations.  Bol's  figures  lay  before 
me.  I  guessed  they  were  correct.  He'd  naturally  go 
to  work  anxiously,  that  we  might  not  be  starved  or 
driven  by  thirst  from  the  Amsterdam  Island  scheme. 
There  was  so  much  beef,  so  much  pork,  so  much  ship- 
bread,  and  such-and-such  a  quantity  of  peas,  sugar, 
flour,  and  the  like ;  there  was  so  much  water.  We 
were  fifteen  souls  in  all,  countinof  the  girl  and  the  two 
Spaniards ;  and  my  figures  worked  'out  thus — that, 
at  the  usual  allowance,  we  had  provisions  for  seven 
months  and  water  for  three. 

I  gave  Teach  these  figures,  and  then  put  them 
down  in  black  and  white  for  the  crew,  and  handed 
him  the  paper. 

"  There's  plenty  of  provisions,"  said  he,  looking  at 
the  paper  upside  down,  "  to  last  all  hands  to  Aus- 
tralia. Fresh  water  we'll  take  in  at  Amsterdam 
Island." 

"  Ever  at  Sydney  ?  " 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Who's  your  friend  ?  " 

"  A  man  named  Max  Lampton." 

"  D'ye  know  that  he's  now  at  Sydney  ?  " 
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'•  He  was  there  two  years  ago.  If  he's  dead,  his 
sonll  be  hving.  But  he  ain't  dead.  Max  is  one  who 
takes  care  of  himself.  No  drink — no  baccy — reguh\r 
as  a  clock — a  steady  man." 

"  What  do  you  expect  of  him  ?  " 

"  He'll  show  us  what  to  do  with  the  money  :  'vart 
it  into  paper  and  gold  for  us." 

"  Fifteen  tons  ! " 

"  It'll  take  time.  We  sailors  aren't  going  to  make 
a  job  of  it  without  help,  anyhow." 

"  Is  it  a  clever  idea  to  bury  this  silver  m  Amsterdam 
Island  first  of  all  ?  " 

"  Ay,  blooming  clever  !  Where's  there  such 
another  island  to  answer  our  turn  ?  We  can't 
cast  the  brig  away  with  the  money  aboard,  that's 
sartin."  ' 

"  You  mean  to  cast  her  away  ?  " 

"  Why,  what  are  we  to  do  with  her  ? "  said  he, 
talking  all  this  while  with  his  httle  eyes  rooted  on  my 
face.  "  Carry  her  to  Port  Jackson  ?  What's  the  yarn 
we're  to  spui  ?  Where  are  we  to  ha'  come  from  ? 
^\^lere  was  we  to  be  bound  to  ?  We've  thought  it 
o'er.  We  don't  like  the  notion.  She's  a  pretty  boat, 
but  she  must  go.  There's  a  bloomiag  lot  of  us.  Are 
we  all  to  be  trusted  ?  Are  we  all  going  to  stick  to 
the  same  yarn  if  it  comes  to  close  questioning  ?  Any 
durned  fool  can  be  a  shipwrecked  sailor.  There's 
a-many  durned  fools  piking  it  now  as  castaways  on 
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the  British  roads,  a-yarning  spimldly,  and  saving 
money." 

I  thought  to  myself,  "  And  you'd  trust  me,  would 
you  ?  You'd  allow  me  to  be  one  of  your  ship^\Tecked 
party,  eh  ?  And  if  I  am  not  to  be  one  of  your  ship- 
-vvTecked  party — and  most  surely  you  don't  intend 
that  I  shall  be — what's  to  happen  betwixt  this  and 
New  Holland  ?  How  have  you  hearts  of  oak  arranged 
to  get  rid  of  me  ?  " 

I  looked  do^\Ti,  and  sat  silent  in  thought.  He 
stirred,  as  if  to  leave,  and  said — 

"  We're  too  many,  sir." 

"  For  the  dollars  ?  " 

He  grinned,  and  answered — 

"  No.  There  are  dollars  enough  for  all  hands. 
We're  too  many  mouths  for  the  stock  of  provisions 
and  water." 

"  Yan  Bol  has  threatened  to  send  me  adrift,  curse 
him  !  Do  you  mean  that  I  should  go  first  to  shrink 
your  company  ? " 

"  No,  no ! "  he  answered,  in  a  voice  heavy  and 
almost  savage  mth  emphasis ;  and  he  thumped  his 
knee  with  his  fist.  "  We  can't  do  without  you 
— you  know  that,  Mr.  Fielding.  And  that  brings 
me  to  something  I'll  tell  you  in  a  minute  or 
two.  It's  them  Spaniards.  What's  the  good  of 
them  ? " 

"  No  cruelty  !     So  help  me  God  :  if  there's  cruelty 
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I  drop  my  command  !  Mark  me,  and  report  what  I 
tell  you." 

"  There'll  be  no  cruelty,"  said  the  man  sullenly ; 
"but  them  Johnnies'll  have  to  walk." 

"  And  the  lady  ?  " 

"  Ain't  she  in  your  share  ? "  said  he,  and  his  face 
relaxed.  He  drove  his  quid  out  of  one  cheek  into  the 
other,  and  when  he  had  chawed  a  little  while,  he  said, 
"  But  what's  to  he  your  share  ? " 

I  crooked  my  eyebrows  and  surveyed  him  steadily. 

"  Won't  you  give  it  a  name,  sir  ? " 

"  Shall  I  get  it  by  naming  it  ? " 

"  Mr.  Fielding,  Ave  can't  trust  you  if  you  can't 
trust  us." 

"  What  share  will  you  give  ?  '^ 

"  A  big  share." 

"Bol  and  the  rest  of  you  know  the  worth  of 
Avhat's  below.  Make  me  an  offer  in  writing.  It'll 
content  me." 

"  Give  me  a  figiu'e  to  go  upon,"  said  he  standing 
up.  "  Tell  us  what  you  was  to  get  if  Captam  Greaves 
had  carried  the  brig  home." 

"  Six  thousand  pounds,  and  a  thousand  fi'om 
Captain  Greaves. — seven  thousand  pounds." 

An  oath  broke  from  him — he  checked  himself: 
struck  his  thigh  hard,  picked  up  his  cap  and  looked 
at  me  sideways.  Then,  stepping  to  the  door,  he  ex- 
claimed— 
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"  Good  pay  compared  to  the  forecastle  allowance." 

I  began  to  whistle,  and  drew  on  paper  with  the 
pencil  I  had  calculated  with.  He  again  eyed  me  side- 
ways and  went  out. 

I  believe  it  was  on  the  fifth  day  of  the  heavy 
weather  that  Teach  had  paid  me  this  visit.  Next 
morning,  vfhilst  I  was  breakfasting  with  the  Spanish 
lady,  Jimmy — the  boy  as  I  call  him,  though  he  was  a 
great,  hulking,  strong,  sprawling  lad  as  you  know; 
half  an  idiot  in  many  directions,  but  quick  and  even 
intelligent  in  some — this  lad  came  into  the  cabin  and 
said  that  Bol  asked  to  speak  to  me.  I  would  not 
have  the  Dutchman  below,  neither  would  I  leave  my 
breakfast ;  so  I  bid  the  lad  say  I'd  be  on  deck  by- 
and-by.  Do^\ti  he  comes  a  minute  later  with  a  bit 
of  dirty  folded  paper  in  his  hand. 

"  Master,"  says  he,  "  Mister  Bol  didn't  know  you 
Avas  at  breakfast.  Will  you  read  this,  and  tell  him 
when  you  go  on  deck  if  it's  to  your  satisfaction  1 " 

The  dirty  piece  of  paper  was  like  to  the  sheets 
that  had  been  used  for  the  Round  Robin.  It  was  the 
fly-leaf  of  some  old  book,  yeUow  with  age  'and  pock- 
marked with  brine.  A  Dutch  scrawl  in  faint  ink  half 
covered  it.     The  precious  document  ran  thus — 

"  Meester  Fielding,  dis  vhas  a  bondt.  All  handts  agree. 
Suppose  dere  vhas  fifteen  ton  sih^er — veil,  two  tons  vhas 
yours  if  you  sail  der  brick  true  und  does  her  duty  by  oos 
ash  we  does  by  him.     Dot  being  right  ve  all  makes  our 
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marks  und  sines  her  names  ash  oonder.     Tf  yen  "•p^s  'srrc'"^ 

o  "  - "  ■•  — o 

dis  bondt  Tbas  tore  oop,  und  vot  vhas  las'  wrote  stans  for 
noting.      Dere  vhas  no  more  paper." 

Then  followed  the  crosses  and  names  of  the  men, 
as  in  the  Round  Robin.  I  burst  into  a  laugh.  Heart- 
sick as  I  was,  this  stroke  of  farce  happening  in  the 
great  tragic  occasion  of  that  time,  proved  too  much 
for  me.     I  put  the  paper  in  my  pocket. 

"  At  what  do  you  laugh  ? "  said  the  lady  Aurora. 

"  At  a  piece  of  Dutch  humour,"  said  I  laughing 
again. 

She  looked  eagerly,  and  wished  to  know  if  the 
creAv  had  done  anything  to  please  me — anythmg  to 
Hghten  my  anxiety. 

"  They  have  given  me  two  tons  of  silver,"  said  I 
Tvith  a  sneer,  pointmg  do-\\TL  that  she  might  under- 
stand me. 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  asked  no  more 
questions  about  the  crew's  bond.  I  reckoned  she  saw 
in  my  face  as  much  as  she  was  interested  to  hear.  I 
observed  her  fine  eyes  fixed  upon  the  stand  of  muskets 
and  cutlasses  and  watched  her ;  not  speculating  on 
her  thoughts,  merely  observing  her  face.  I  beheld 
no  marks  of  anxiety  in  her  handsome  features,  of 
such  passions  of  uneasiness  and  continued  distress 
as  you  would  look  for  in  a  woman  situated  as  she. 
The  glass  in  poor  Greaves's  cabin  had  assured  me  that 
H  2 
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what  had  befallen  us  had  not  sweetened  or  coloured 
my  own  visage.  I  was  growing  long  of  face  ;  yellow- 
ing daily,  and  my  eyes  had  sunk.  This  Spanish  gu'l, 
on  the  other  hand,  was  still  bright  and  spirited  with 
all  the  health  she  had  regained  aboard  us.  I  watched 
her  whilst  she  looked  at  the  weapons  ;  she  turned  her 
face  slowly  upon  mine,  and  our  eyes  met. 

"Why,"  she  exclaimed,  and  now  began  one  of 
those  brief  conversations  which  I  am  forced  to  put 
into  plain  English  for  reasons  I  have  given  you, 
"  why,  Senor  Fielding,  do  not  you  lock  away  those 
swords  and  firearms  ?  " 

"  Wh.y  should  I  lock  them  aAvay  ?  " 

"  The  crew  may  take  them." 

"  What  then  ? "  said  I,  "  we  should  be  no  worse 
off.  I  am  alone  :  forward  are  ten  stout  determined 
men ;  armed  or  imarmed,  'tis  all  one." 

"  There  are  two,"  said  she. 

"  Yes,  Jimmy  is  a  strong  lad,  and  might  be  useful, 
and  I  daresay  he  is  on  our  side  at  heart,  but  he  is 
wanting,"  said  I,  touchmg  my  head.  "  I  dare  not 
trust  him." 

She  smiled  and  said,  "  I  did  not  mean  the  youth, 
I  am  the  other." 

I  asked  her  to  explain.  She  rose  and  seated 
herself  beside  me.  The  skylight  was  partially  covered 
with  tarpaulin,  and  w^hat  was  visible  of  the  glass  was 
blank  as  mist  mth  wet.     The  brig  was  full  of  noises. 
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She  was  rolling  and  pitching  very  heavily,  and  the 
thunder  of  seas  bursting  back  in  heavy  hills  of  foam 
from  her  weather  side  trembled  Hke  discharges  of 
cannon  through  the  length  of  her.  Nevertheless  the 
senorita  came  and  sat  by  my  side,  and  put  her  lips 
close  to  my  ear,  though  had  she  shrieked  her  ideas 
from  the  extreme  end  of  the  cabin,  or  even  up  through 
the  hatch,  nobody  on  deck  would  have  heard  her. 

Her  manner  was  tragic  and  mysterious.  It  was 
not  put  on.  The  thoughts  in  her  bred  the  air,  and 
she  had  the  face  and  figure  for  a  very  curious  high 
dramatic  expression  of  emotion  of  any  sort. 

"  Why,"  said  she,  speaking  so  close  that  I  felt  the 
heat  of  her  face,  "do  not  we  kill  the  men  who  are 
robbing  you  and  carrying  me  away  ?  " 

"  All  of  them  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Not  Jimmy,  and  not  my  two  countrymen.  Look  ! 
suppose  I  bring  Antonio  here  and  tell  him  that  he 
and  Jorge  are  in  danger  of  their  Uves,  and  that  they 
must  fight  with  us  and  kill  the  crew.  There  are  you, 
me,  my  two  countrymen :  there  is  Jimmy,"  she  held 
up  her  fingers.  "  Five  to  ten,  and  everything  is 
ready,"  said  she,  pointing  to  the  muskets. 

"  I  would  not  trust  your  two  countrymen.  They 
are  cowards.  I  y\'ould  not  risk  such  a  business  for 
your  sake.  Failure  would  mean  my  being  killed : 
that  must  be ;  and  how  would  the  men  whom  ice 
did  not  kill  deal  with  you  ?  " 
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"  All  could  be  killed,"  said  she.  "  I  myself  will 
kill  in  this  cabin  that  great  Jean  Bol  as  you  talk  to 
him.  I  will  creep  behind  and  stab  him.  Send  for 
Galen  ;  I  will  kill  him  too  :  then  Teach.  Three  then 
are  gastados  !  (expended !)  For  the  rest — "  she 
shrugged  her  shoulders  and  leaned  back  to  observe 
the  impression  produced  upon  me  by  her  talk. 

"  Madam,"  said  I,  looking  at  her  eyes,  w^hich  were 
all  on  fire,  and  her  cheeks  which  were  coloured  hot 
with  the  devilish  fancies  which  worked  in  her,  "  your 
spirit  is  fine,  but  somew^hat  too  deadly  for  one  of  my 
cautious  character." 

"  I  wish  for  release,"  she  cried,  with  a  great  sigh, 
and  her  eyes  suddenly  clouded ;  ''  I  wish  for  my 
mother  and  for  home.  I  thought  the  English 
were  brave,  vaya !  Your  men  will  kill  you  if  you 
do  not  kill  them.  Are  you  afraid  to  kill  them  ? 
Ave  Maria !  Good  men  die  in  thousands  every 
day." 

She  began  to  tremble,  and  rose  as  if  to  pace  the 
cabin ;  the  motion  of  the  brig  was  too  heavy  to 
permit  that :  I  took  her  hand  to  steady  her — it  had 
turned  from  the  heat  of  fever  to  the  coldness  of 
marble.  Just  so  !  thought  I ;  aren't  you  one  of  those 
delicate  assassins  who  prog  and  faint  ?  Who'd  stick 
friend  Yan,  then  SAvoon,  and  leave  me  to  deal  with 
what  would  follow  his  roars  ? 

"  We'll  burn   no   powder  just  yet,"  said  I,  "  and 
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we'll  keep  our  poniards  in  our  breasts.  Amsterdam 
Island  is  a  long  way  off ;  many  things  may  happen." 

"Pit/  Quita  alia/"  she  exclaimed,  Avith  pale 
lips  and  dull  eyes,  and  trembling,  and  then  rising 
with  a  murmur  of  anger  and  a  manner  of  haughty 
contempt  she  went  to  her  berth. 

^^^len  she  was  gone  there  ran  in  my  head  a 
strange  fancy  of  Defoe  concerning  a  beautiful  demon 
lady.  You  may  read  of  it  in  that  author's  "  History 
of  the  Devil,"  which  is,  I  think,  the  best  biography  of 
the  landlord  of  the  Black  Divan  that  ever  was  written. 
I  could  not  but  vastly  admire  the  spirit  of  the  woman 
in  offering  to  shoot  do\\Ti  the  ten  men ;  but  I  thought 
there  was  something  damnable  and  fiendish  in  her 
proposing  to  make  a  shambles  of  the  cabin  by  sticking 
Bol  and  the  others  she  had  named,  whilst  I  talked  to 
them.  A  demon  spoke  through  her  Spanish  blood 
there  I  And  yet  her  fine  eyes  and  fine  figure  were  in 
my  memory  of  her  counsel,  and  found  a  sort  of 
fascination  for  what  should  have  affected  me  as  quite 
abominable. 

I  sat  a  bit,  coldly  considering  her  ideas.  True  it 
was  that  I  could  have  killed  Bol  cheerfully ;  but  to 
slaughter  the  whole  ten  of  them,  even  if  their 
assassination  was  to  be  contrived  !  Bol,  to  be  sure, 
had  threatened  to  send  me  adrift :  he  may  have 
meant  no  more  than  a  threat ;  my  life  was  not  im- 
mediately in  danger ;  my  knowledge  as  a  navigator 
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warranted  me  the  good  usage  of  the  scoundrels  till 
the  coast  of  Xew  Holland  arose,  and  'twixt  this  and 
that  there  lay  some  months ;  the  men  had  dealt 
respectfully  with  the  girl — left  her  indeed  to  me,  as 
though  they  counted  her  a  part  of  my  share.  No  !  I 
could  not  consent  to  shoot  them  down ;  I  could  not 
consent  to  let  her  ladyship  knife  the  ringleaders 
whilst  I  conversed  with  them — one  at  a  time. 

I  went  to  the  stand  and  took  out  a  musket  to 
judge  of  the  quality  and  age  of  the  lot :  it  was  a 
Dutch  musket,  long,  clumsy,  and  murderous.  I  took 
down  a  cutlass  and  tried  the  blade — all  this  mechanic- 
ally :  my  mind  was  rambling,  I  scarce  knew  what  I 
was  about ;  I  bent  the  blade  and  the  steel  snapped 
and  the  point  of  it  sprang  with  the  twang  of  a  Jew's 
harp  through  the  air.  Some  of  Tulp's  purchases  1 
thought  I,  then  replaced  the  broken  half  of  the  blade 
in  its  scabbard,  and  hung  up  the  cutlass  in  its  place. 

This  trifle  begot  a  new  scorn  of  Tulp  in  me.  The 
rogue  would  even  cheat  himself,  thought  I.  He 
would  ship  cannons  that  burst  and  blades  that  shiver 
to  save  a  guilder  or  two,  and  risk  the  lives  of  us  men 
and  his  dollars  by  the  ton  for  some  lean-paring  of 
saving  that  would  scarce  put  an  onion  to  a  man's 
bread  and  cheese.  ^Vhat  do  I  care  for  Tulp,  thought 
I  ?  What  is  his  brig  to  me  now  that  poor  Greaves  is 
gone  ?  Had  Greaves  o^\Tied  relations  amongst  whom 
he  Avished  his  money  distributed   the    thing   would 
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wear  a  different  face ;  but  as  it  stands,  Tulp  and  the 
brig  being  nothing  to  me,  why  should  I  not  throw  in 
my  chance  with  the  crew,  elbow  Bol  out  of  his  leader- 
ship by  sheer  enthusiasm,  sincerity,  knowledge  of  the 
ocean  roads  ?  The  fellows  groped  in  their  black  ignor- 
ance after  some  scheme,  and  brought  up  this  muddy 
project  of  Amsterdam  Island  with  Sydney  beyond. 
Could  not  I  devise  something  much  better  than  that 
for  them,  something  safe  and  quick — compared  at 
least  with  their  programme :  something  they  should 
hearken  to  and  eagerly  adopt  when  they  saw  me  and 
knew  me  and  felt  me  to  be  in  earnest  ? 

Yan  Bol  came  up  when  I  put  my  head  out  of  the 
hatch. 

"  Vhas  dot  bondt  all  right  ? "  he  roared  that  his 
voice  might  carry  above  the  shouting  in  the  rigging 
and  the  fierce  hissing  of  the  sea.     I  nodded. 

"  Two  ton.  Only  tink.  Dere  vhas  much  sky- 
larking in  two  ton  of  silver.  How  many  dollars  shall 
go  to  her  ?  " 

"  Dollars  enough  for  me,"  I  shouted,  and  passed  on 
to  the  compass  and  took  a  look  at  the  brig  and 
around  me.  I  hated  the  villain,  I  hated  his  roaring 
voice,  and  his  English ;  besides,  speech  soon  grew 
difficult  even  to  physical  pain  on  that  clamorous 
deck. 

It  was  not  much  later  on,  however,  that  the  crew 
gave  me  cause  to  think  twice  before  throwing  in  my 
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lot  with  them.  By  this  time  we  had  stretched  far 
across  the  Atlantic  ;  the  month  of  April  was  drawing 
to  an  end.  Much  heavy  weather  had  we  encountered, 
but  it  had  been  of  a  prosperous  sort,  rushing  us 
onwards  with  hooting  rigging,  and  reeling  bands  of 
canvas,  with  such  a  spin  of  the  log-reel  that  many  a 
time  and  oft  three  and  sometimes  four  men  were 
required  at  the  great  scope  of  line  to  walk  it  in. 

On  the  day  of  the  little  business  I  am  going  to  tell 
you  about  I  went  on  deck  and  found  a  very  fine 
morning.  The  blue  sky  sank  crisp  with  mother-of- 
pearl-like  cloud  to  the  pale  edge  of  the  sea.  The  sun, 
that  was  risen  about  half-an-hour,  shone  white  as 
silver  in  the  east,  whence  blew  a  pleasant  breeze  of 
Tvind,  dead  on  end  for  us,  however,  so  that  our  yards 
lay  fore  and  aft  and  the  little  brig  under  every  stitch 
of  plain  sail  looked  away  from  her  course. 

I  saw  Bol  to  leeward  gazing  at  the  sea  off  the  lee 
bow.  I  never  addressed  that  man  now  unless  there 
was  something  particidar  to  say,  and  after  having 
satisfied  myself  with  a  quarter-deck  stare  around  and 
aloft  I  began  to  walk.  Bol  turned  his  head  and  per- 
ceived me.  He  approached,  and  pointing  his  finger  at 
the  sea  on  the  lee  bow,  said — 

"  Do  you  see  dot  ship  ?  " 

I  looked  and  spied  a  sail  hidden  to  me  until  this 
by  the  brig's  canvas. 

"  How  is  she  standing  ?  " 
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"  Our  vays." 

She  was  about  five  uiiles  distant.  Bol  had  been 
using  the  glass.  It  lay  upon  the  skylight.  I  examined 
the  sail,  and  found  her  a  small  topsail  schooner. 
With  the  naked  eye,  by  the  looks  of  her  as  she  floated 
out  there  in  the  frosty  whiteness  of  sunshine,  I  had 
guessed  her  twice  as  big  as  we.  She  was  coming 
along  leisurely.  The  wmd  was  off  her  quarter,  and  a 
light  wind  for  fore  and  aft  canvas. 

"  Yhat  vhas  she,  tink  you,  Mr.  Fielding  ?  " 
"  Don't  you  know  a  ship  by  her  rig  ?  " 
"  I  mean,  vhat  vhas   her  peesiness  ?      Yhas  she 
some  leedle  man-of-war  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  a  trader,  bound  across  the  Atlantic." 
He  went  forward  as  far  as  the  gangway  and  beck- 
oned. Wirtz,  who  stood  on  the  forecastle,  called 
out  the  name  of  Galen,  and  then  walked  aft  to  Bol, 
along  with  Friend  and  Street.  Galen  came  out  of 
the  caboose  eating.  His  jaws  worked  with  some 
mouthful  he  had  crammed  betwixt  his  teeth.  There 
was  but  little  discipline  in  all  this,  you  will  say. 
There  was  none  whatever.  There  had  been  very 
little  discipline  on  board  the  Black  Watch  since 
illness  had  forced  poor  Greaves  to  give  up  and  hand 
the  command  over  to  me.  Was  the  fault  mine  ? 
The  long  and  short  of  it  was,  the  men  had  never 
recognised  me  as  mate  in  the  room  of  Jacob  Van 
Laar.     They  had  worked  for  the   safety  of  the  ship 
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and  because  of  Yan  Bol.  I  was  an  interloper.  They 
had  made  me  feel  it  times  beyond  counting  in  their 
sailors'  way ;  and  now,  though  nominally  captain, 
I  was  no  more  nor  less  than  pilot,  with  authority  only 
in  the  direction  of  the  general  safety. 

All  this  I  very  much  understood  as  I  walked  the 
deck,  appearing  not  to  heed  the  group  of  men  in  the 
gangway,  and  wondering  what  matter  they  were 
settling  amongst  them.  Presently  Bol  came  aft,  took 
the  telescope  to  the  men,  and  one  after  another  of 
them  levelled  it  at  the  little  sail  off  the  bow.  I  never 
caught  what  they  said,  though  my  steps  sometimes 
brought  me  pretty  close. 

They  turned  their  faces  my  way  sometimes.  Street 
went  over  to  the  boat  that  lay  stowed  in  the  long-boat 
amidships,  looked  into  her,  and  returned  to  the  others. 
I  then  thought  to  myself,  "  Are  they  going  to  signal 
that  craft  and  put  me  aboard  her  ? "  I  went  into  a 
violent  passion  over  the  suspicion,  and  came  to  a 
stand  at  the  bulwarks,  nearly  opposite  the  spot  where 
they  were  grouped,  and  stared,  I  have  no  doubt,  Avith 
a  very  black  face.  Indeed,  my  conjecture  had  put 
me  into  such  a  rage,  that  I  heeded  not,  by  a  snap  of 
the  finger,  what  they  might  think.  I  tried  to  cool 
myself  by  reflecting  that  they  could  not  do  with- 
out me ;  but  the  mere  notion  that  they  meant  to 
turn  me  out  of  the  brig,  and  make  off  with  Madam 
Aurora   and  the  fifteen   tons  of  silver,  taking   their 
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chance  of  what  might  follow,  worked  like  a  madness 
in  me. 

They  stood  together,  I  dare  say,  about  ten  minutes 
talking.  In  this  time  the  sail  had  grown,  and  was 
visibly  a  topsail  schooner,  low  in  the  water,  of  a  clean, 
black,  slaver-Hke  run.  The  sun  flashed  in  flame  from 
her  wet  sides,  and  I  thought  at  first  she  was  firing  at 
us.     Meehan,  I  think  it  was,  sung  out — 

"  Better  see  all  ready,  mates  ! "  and  went  to  the 
boat,  he  and  others. 

Bol  alone  stayed  looking  at  the  schooner.  He 
then  came  to  me. 

"  Mr.  Fielding,  I  shall  vant  to  command  for  a 
leedle  vhile.  Me  himself  vhas  skipper  till  our  peesiness 
vhas  done." 

"  AVhat  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  "  said  I. 

"  To  shtop  dot  leedle  hooker.  I  shall  vant  to  hail 
her.  Of  course,  Mr.  Fielding,  you  vhas  der  captain 
all  der  same  ;  but  you  hov  a  soft  heart,  and  so  I  vhas 
der  skipper  in  dis  shob." 

"  I  don't  understand  you." 

"  It  vhas  hke  opening  your  eyes  in  a  minute. 
You  vhas  not  to  interfere,  dot  vhas  all." 

He  went  to  the  flag-locker,  took  out  the  English 
ensign,  and  ran  it  aloft,  union  do^-n,  at  the  trysail 
gaff-end. 

"  Back  der  main  topsail,  some  hands  1 "  he  bawled. 

All  hands  were  on  deck.     Hals  came  out  of  the 
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caboose  to  look  on  or  to  help.  Some  of  the  men  laid 
the  canvas  on  the  main  a-back,  and  others  unshipj)ed 
the  little  gangway  preparatory  to  launching  the  boat, 
smack-fashion,  through  it ;  and  amongst  those  who 
hove  the  little  boat  out  of  the  bigger  one,  and  ran  her 
to  the  side,  were  the  two  Spaniards.  Meanwhile,  the 
schooner  had  hoisted  English  colours.  They  blew 
out  from  her  main  topmast-head.  The  telescope 
gave  me  the  character  of  the  bunting.  To  the  naked 
eye  it  waved  and  trembled  like  a  red  hght  against  the 
pearly  crust  which  covered  the  sky  that  way. 

I  guessed  by  her  showing  her  colour  that  she  was 
going  to  halt  when  she  came  abreast.  What  did  my 
crew  mean  to  do  ?  What  scheme  had  the  beggars 
suddenly  hit  on  and  were  going  about  with  an  unani- 
mity that  held  them  all  as  quiet  as  the  backed  topsail 
aloft  ? 

It  was  about  now  that  Miss  Aurora  came  on  deck. 
She  looked  up  at  the  sails  of  the  brig,  at  the  flag 
flying  at  our  trysail  gaff'-end,  at  the  approaching 
schooner,  the  open  gangway,  the  boat  lying  in  it,  the 
men  hanging  about  the  little  fabric. 

"  Holy  Mother ! "  cried  she,  and  in  a  step  or  two 
she  was  at  my  side.  "  What  is  it  ?  What  is  wrong  ? 
What  is  happening  ?  " 

Bol,  who  stood  with  others  near  the  boat,  hearing 
her  turned.  The  huge  man  approached  and  was 
callino:  out  before  I  could  answer  the  o^irl. 
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"  Mr.  Fielding,  der  lady  must  go  below." 

"  Must : " 

"  Yaw,  by  Cott !  I  vhas  skipper  for  dis  leedle 
while.  You  vhas  not  to  be  seen,  marm.  'Dot  vhas  so. 
I  play  no  bart  mit  you  on  deck." 

He  came  to  ttie  companion-way,  and  with  a  face 
full  of  blood  and  temper,  pointed  down  the  ladder, 
exclaiming  in  his  deepest  thunder,  "  Quick,  if  you 
please.  Doan'  be  afraid.  It  vhas  all  right.  Xo  von 
vhas  hurt  over  dis  shob." 

"  Go,"  said  I,  "  do  as  he  bids  you.  See  how  those 
fellows  are  watching^  us." 

She  obeyed  me  with  an  extraordinary  look :  the 
expression  of  a  naturally  fierce  spirit  contending  with 
womanly  terror :  Id  think  of  it  afterwards  always  as 
if  the  girl  had  had  two  souls — one  of  flame,  a  gift  of 
fighting  blood  older  than  the  Moors,  perhaps  ;  the 
other  just  a  woman's. 

"  My  ladts,"  baAvled  Bol  to  the  men,  "  keep  your- 
selves out  of  sight.  Aft  some  of  you,  und  standt  by  to 
swiag  der  topsail  yard.  Manage  dot  your  heads  vhas 
not  seen." 

Those  who  came  aft  and  those  who  stayed 
forward  crouched  under  the  bulwark :  the  two 
Spaniards  hid  with  the  others.  Observing  this,  Bol 
called  to  Antonio — 

"  Oop  you  stand,  you  and  Jorge.  You  vhas  der 
crew." 
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They  stood  up,  looking  at  the  Dutchman  wonder- 
mgly,  with  a  half  grin  that  was  pathetic.  I  began  to 
smell  a  rat,  as  they  say.  The  schooner  came  sliding 
along,  and  when  she  was  \Yithin  ear-shot  her  topsail 
was  swung  and  she  halted  to  leeward  of  us.  Her 
crew  gazed  at  us  from  their  forecastle,  and  three  men 
stood  on  her  quarter-deck.  She  was  pierced  for  a  few 
guns,  but  her  ports  were  closed,  and  I  saw  no  pieces 
of  any  sort  upon  her  decks,  though  the  easy,  long- 
drawn  roll  of  her  gave  us  a  good  sight  of  the  white 
planks,  with  the  great  main  hatch  and  a  tiny  smoking 
caboose,  and  a  fellow  in  a  red  shirt  at  the  end  of  the 
long  tiller.  She  Avas  a  sweet  little  picture,  a  far  prettier 
model  than  the  brig,  handsomely  gilt  at  the  bow  and 
quarter.  Lord !  thought  I,  if  I  could  but  make 
those  men  yonder  know  what  sort  of  stuif  we  carried 
down  aft  and  the  piratic  trick  those  crouching  scoun- 
drels and  that  vast  heap  of  flesh  called  Bol  are 
playing  me  !  Yet,  suppose  the  crew  should  permit  me 
to  shout  out  the  yarn,  would  yonder  chaps  board  us  ? 
We  were  nearly  as  numerous — our  livelies  would  be 
fighting  for  treasure  dear  to  them  as  their  own  ruddy 
drops ;  and  look  at  our  little  grin  of  carronades  and 
those  long,  shining  engines  on  the  forecastle  and 
aft! 

Bol  got  on  to  a  gun.  One  of  the  men  on  the 
schooner's  quarter-deck  hailed. 

"  Ho,  der  brick  ahoy  !     That  sheep  vhas  dot  ?  " 
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It  was  the  hail  of  a  Dutch  voice  !  I  burst  into  a 
laugh — I  must  have  laughed  out  at  that  Dutch  hail 
had  I  been  standing  with  a  noose  round  my  neck 
under  a  yard-arm.  Yan  Bol  stood  idly  straining  and 
gaping  a  moment  or  two  when  he  heard  those  Dutch 
tones.  He  then  sent  his  deep  voice  across  the  water- 
in  a  roar — 

"  She   vhas   der   Black  Vatch  of  London  to  New 
HoUand." 

"  Vat  vhas  wrong  mit  you  ?  "  shouted  the  Dutch- 
man m  the  schooner. 

"  Ye  vhas  a  seek  ship  und  in  great  distress.  I  vill 
sendt  a  boat  to  you  ash  I  vhas  veak  und  cannot  cry 
out." 

He  floundered  off  the  carronade  on  to  the  deck, 
and  rollmg  over  to  the  gangway,  called  to  the  two 
Spaniards  who  stood  there — 

"  Ofer  mit  dis  boat.  Quick  now,  und  row  aboardt 
dot  schooner,  und  ask  him  to  take  you  home.  Der 
rest,"  he  shouted  with  a  look  fore  and  aft,  "  keeps  hid 
till  I  give  der  signal." 

The  bustle  of  the  burly  fellow  was  so  heavy  and 
eager,  so  much  of  elbow,  knee,  and  thrust  went  to  the 
launching  of  that  boat,  that  the  two  miserable 
Spaniards  were  swept  into  the  job  as  a  man  is  hurried 
along  by  a  crowd.  They  scarce  knew  what  they  were 
to  do  even  whilst  they  were  doing  it;  and  then  in 
a  minute  it  was  done,  the  boat  alongside,  and  Bol 
/ 


114  LIST,   YE  LAynSMEX! 

bundling  both  the  Spcaniards  into  her  through  the 
open  gangway. 

"  In  you  shoomps  !  Dot  vhas  der  vhay  !  Quick  ! 
If  dot  schooner  vhas  missed  your  Ufe  vhas  not  vorth 
der  shirt  on  your  pack.  Oop  mit  dem  oars,  Antonio, 
und  shove  off.  Avays  you  goes  mit  our  respects  und 
vill  der  captain  restore  you  to  your  friendts  ?  " 

I  went  to  the  side.  On  seeing  me  Antonio  who, 
with  an  oar  in  his  hand,  stood  up  in  the  boat  looking 
along  the  line  of  the  brig's  rail  with  a  wild,  pale  face, 
cried  out  in  his  incommunicable  English — 

"  Senor  Fielding,  do  not  let  Mr.  Bol  go  away  until 
he  sees  that  the  schooner  will  receive  us.  We  have 
but  these  oars,"  he  cried  passionately — "  no  water,  no 
provisions." 

"  Pull  for  her — she'll  take  you,"  I  cried. 

"  Roundt  mit  der  topsail,"  thundered  Bol. 

The  seamen  sprang  to  the  braces,  and  in  a  very 
few  moments  had  filled  on  the  brig's  canvas.  The 
vessel  sat  light  on  the  water  and  quickly  felt  the 
impulse  of  her  sails.  The  boat  containing  Antonio 
and  Jorge  slipped  astern  ;  the  two  ^vTctches  were  not 
even  then  rowing  ;  but  the  moment  the  brig  got  way 
one  of  them,  it  was  Jorge,  I  think,  yelled  out  like  a 
woman ;  they  threw  then-  oars  out  and  hysterically 
splashed  the  little  tub  of  a  boat  towards  the  schooner. 

There  was  no  sea  to  hurt  them.  The  swell  ran 
tirm  and  wide,  rippling  only  to  the  brushing  of  the 
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wind.  I  dreaded  lest  the  schooner  on  beholding  our 
sudden  show  of  men  should  suspect — what  with  our 
visible  brass  pieces  and  the  suggestive  sheer  of  our 
hull — a  piratic  device,  and  make  off.  If  that  hap- 
pened the  Spaniards  were  lost ;  Bol  certainly  would 
not  return  to  pick  them  up.  The  mere  fancy  of  our 
leaving  them  out  in  this  vast  sea  to  horribly  perish 
worked  in  me  like  ice  in  the  blood,  and  as  I  watched 
I  was  all  the  while  thinking,  "  What  shall  I  do  to  save 
them  if  yonder  schooner  tills  in  a  fright  ?  " 

But  the  schooner  did  not  fill ;  that  her  people 
were  amazed  by  our  behaviour  I  could  not  question, 
but  they  did  not  offer  to  run  away.  Possibly  tho^^ 
thought  we  were  executing  some  manoeuvre  and 
would  shift  our  helm  presently  for  the  boat  we  had 
despatched  to  them. 

The  Spaniards  splashed  along  in  their  passion  and 
fury  of  distress.  Their  boat  was  already  a  toy  ;  they 
themselves  dolls.  They  got  alongside  the  schooner, 
and,  seizing  the  glass,  I  watched  them  scramble  over 
the  rail,  and  continued  to  watch.  They  went  up 
to  the  three  men  on  the  quarter-deck,  and  both  fell 
to  violently  gesticulatmg  and  pointing  at  us.  I  could 
no  longer  tell  which  was  which :  one  of  them  shook 
his  fist  at  us,  the  other  motioned  with  violent  dramatic 
gestures  towards  the  hold  of  the  schooner.  I  might 
swear  he  was  telling  the  men  about  the  dollars, 
and  furiously  motioned  that  we  might  guess,  if  we 
/  2 
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watched  him  through  the  glass,  what  he  was  talkmg 
about. 

Bol  hauled  the  ensign  down  and  called  to  a  man 
to  roll  it  up. 

"  Yhas  dot  a  neat  little  shob,  Mr.  Fielding  ?  "  said 
he,  coming  and  standing  beside  me. 

"  Would  not  the  schooner  have  taken  the  men 
without  all  this  neatness  ?  "  I  answered. 

"  Maybe  and  maybe  not.  Ye  vhas  not  going  to 
reesk  it." 

"  You  have  lost  the  boat Why  did  you  re- 
quire the  lady  to  leave  the  deck  ? '' 

*  She  vhas  soft-hearted,  und  dis  shob  vhas  to  be  neat 
und  quiet.  Look  ! "  he  roared  suddenly  ;  "  dere  swings 
der  topsails.  Downi  coomes  der  flag.  Gif  me  der 
glass,  Mr.  Fielding."  He  put  his  eye  to  the  tube,  and 
in  a  moment  bawled,  "  Der  boat  drops  astern ;  she 
vhas  empty." 

He  pitched  the  glass  on  to  the  skylight  and  ut- 
tered an  extraordinary  roar  of  laughter. 

Half  an  hour  later  the  schooner  was  no  more  than 
a  shaft  of  white  light  down  in  the  west,  with  Yan  Bol 
singing  out  orders  to  trim  the  sails  of  the  brig  and 
head  for  the  boat,  whose  bearings  had  been  taken,  that 
we  might  recover  her. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

I   SCHEME. 

Never  once  in  all  this  while,  and  my  story  is  cover- 
ing many  days,  was  I  visited  by  the  palest  shadow  of 
a  scheme  of  release.  And  why  ?  Because  the  schatz 
— the  treasure — the  dollars  and  I  were  one.  All 
plans  of  escape  provided  that  I  left  my  dollars  behind 
me.  But  I  wanted  my  money.  I  had  Hved  in  a 
golden  dream.  The  abandonment  of  the  treasure 
was  an  unendurable  consideration.  I  believe  I 
could  have  faced  death  on  board  that  brig  with 
something  of  coolness.  The  contemplation  of  it 
would  not  have  been  fiightful ;  the  calling  of  the 
sea  hardens  the  sensibihties  and  accustoms  the  soul 
to  more  things  than  the  wonders  of  the  Lord ;  but  I 
could  not  consider  with  coolness  the  idea  of  the  men 
possessing  themselves  of  the  fifteen  tons  of  silver, 
burying  the  half  million  dollars  in  the  Island  of 
Amsterdam,  then  perhaps  being  unable  to  find  out 
where  they  had  hidden  the  money,  or  hindered  by 
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who  knows  what  of  the  unforeseen  from  ever  getting 
to  the  island  again. 

I  say  I  fell  half  mad  whenever  my  head  ran  on 
that  forecastle  device.  The  thought  of  it  regularly 
threw  me  mto  a  fever.  I  have  walked  my  cabin  for 
a  whole  glass  or  watch  at  a  time,  as  bad  a  murderer 
as  any  man  can  well  be  in  heart  only,  killing  the 
crew  in  imagination  over  and  over. 

Yet  not  the  leanest  vision  of  a  scheme  offered 
itself.  Suppose  I  had  attempted  to  recapture  the  brig 
by  slaughtering  the  men  after  the  manner  proposed 
by  Miss  Aurora ;  by  her  stabbing  them  in  the  cabin 
Avhilst  I  engaged  their  attention,  and  then  by  her 
and  me  shooting  the  others ;  suppose  this  wild, 
ridiculous,  horrid  proposal  practicable — all  the  crew 
being  hove  over  the  side — what  was  I  to  do  with  the 
brig,  I,  whose  assistants  would  be  a  Avoman  and  a  tall, 
clumsy,  idiotic  lad  ?  Navigate  her  to  the  nearest 
port  ?  Ay,  but  that  was  just  what  I  durst  not  do  if 
I  wished  to  keep  my  dollars.  Greaves  had  been 
strong  on  this  point ;  he'd  touch  nowhere — rather 
reduce  all  hands  to  quarter  allowance  than  touch,  lest 
by  entering  or  hovering  off  a  port  he'd  court  a  visit 
that  should  carry  him  every  dollar  ashore. 

Well,  then,  since  I  dared  not  convey  the  brig  to 
a  port,  was  I  to  wash  about  the  sea  with  Miss  Aurora 
and  Jimmy  for  my  crew,  until  I  fell  in  mth  a  ship 
willing  to  put  me  two  or  three  men  aboard  ?     Yes, 
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that  sounds  nicely ;  but  ^vhat  would  be  the  risks 
before  we  fell  in  with  a  ship  willing  to  assist  ?  Many 
days,  many  weeks  might  pass  before  we  sighted  a 
sail,  for  I  am  writing  of  the  year  1815,  when  the 
ocean  we  were  afloat  on  ran  for  countless  leagues  bare 
to  the  sky,  nearly  all  the  traffic  steering  northwards, 
Mozambique  way. 

But  what  was  the  good  of  this  sort  of  speculation  ? 
The  crew  were  alive ;  I  was  one  to  ten  ;  I  was  without 
an  idea ;  and  every  day  was  diminishing  something 
of  the  meridians  betwixt  us  and  the  Island  of  New 
Amsterdam. 

I  did  not  in  this  time  give  Miss  Aurora  a  lesson 
in  English.  I  do  not  remember  that  she  asked  me 
to  give  her  a  lesson.  We  had  many  long  earnest 
conversations  about  our  situation,  by  which  she 
profited,  for  I  spoke  mainly  in  my  own  tongue.  She 
did  not  favour  me  with  another  song,  she  nevermore 
asked  for  the  fiddle,  nor  did  it  once  occur  to  me  to 
request  her  to  oblige  me  with  a  recital  in  the  rich 
and  beautiful  tongue  of  her  nation.  Yet  she  was  now 
speaking  English  very  fairly  well.  She  was  seldom 
at  a  loss,  and  conversation  was  easy  without  signs, 
nods,  or  gesticulations,  saving  an  occasional  shrug  of 
her  shoulders,  the  naturally  impassioned  action  of  her 
hands  when  she  talked  eagerly  and  hotly,  and  the 
many  expressions  of  face  which  accompanied  her 
speech. 
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She  did  not  again  offer  to  assassinate  Bol  and  the 
others ;  she  had  read  in  my  face  what  I  thought  of 
that  proposal,  and  her  fiery  and  scornful  flinging  from 
me  because  I  would  not  consent  was  a  flare  of  temper 
that  Avas  out  before  we  next  met.  On  one  occasion, 
however,  we  quarrelled  rather  warmly,  and  I  was 
sulky  with  her  afterwards  for  some  days.  She  told 
me  that  I  thought  more  of  my  dollars  than  of  her 
life.  I  coloured  up  and  answered  that  that  was  not 
true ;  I  valued  her  life,  and  would  restore  her  to  her 
friends  if  I  could ;  but  I  also  valued  my  dollars  ; 
I  had  worked  hard  for  them,  and  was  not  to  be 
robbed  by  the  blackguards  forward  of  a  considerable 
fortune. 

"  You  think  only  of  your  dollars,"  said  she ;  "  you 
do  not  scheme,  because  your  dollars  are  in  the  Avay  of 
every  idea.  Is  this  how  an  English  cavalier  should 
treat  a  poor,  unhappy,  shipwrecked  lady  ?  Senor 
Fielding,  I  should  be  first  with  you ;  nothing  should 
occupy  your  attention  but  the  resolution  to  release 
me  from  this  horrid  situation  and  the  dangers  which 
lie  before  us ; "  and  then  she  toAvered  with  her 
figure,  and  swelled  her  breast  and  flashed  her  eyes 
at  me. 

There  was  more  of  truth  in  her  words  than  I 
relished  to  hear  from  her  lips,  and  it  Avas  this,  perhaps, 
that  angered  me.  I  begged  her  to  advise ;  she 
shrugged  her    shoulders,   and   with    an    arch   sneer 
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which  rather  improved  than  deformed  her  beauty, 
said  that  if  I  were  a  Spanish  sailor  I  would  be 
ashamed  to  ask  counsel  of  a  woman. 

"  If  I  were  a  Spanish  sailor  I  would  be  ashamed  of 
myself,"  I  said. 

"  Why  do  you  not  scheme  to  release  us  ?  " 

"  Scheme  to  release  us  !  Shall  I  blow  up  the  brig  ? 
That  ^\all  make  an  end." 

"  It  would  not  be  the  Senorita  Aurora,  but  the 
Cavalier  Fielding  and  his  Spanish  dollars  which 
would  hinder  that,"  said  she. 

"  If,  by  jumping  overboard  and  swimming,  I  could 
put  you  in  the  way  of  reaching  Madrid,  I'd  do  so,' 
said  I ;  "  but  it's  a  long  swim  hereabouts  to  any- 
where." 

"  You  would  not  jump  overboard  and  leave  your 
dollars,"  said  she.  "  If  you  were  the  gallant  and 
respectable  gentleman  I  have  long  supposed  you,  you 
would  think  of  nothing  but  my  dehverance.  Why 
am  I  to  be  carried  away  to  the  extreme  ends  of  the 
world  ?  What  is  to  become  of  me  when  3- our  odious 
Hollanders  and  Englishmen  have  wrecked  this  brig  ?  " 
and  here  she  sank  upon  the  table  and  sobbed. 

"  What  am  I  to  do  ?"  I  cried,  not  greatly  moved 
by  her  tears  ;  indeed,  I  was  too  angry  with  her  to  be 
affected  by  her  sobs.  I  had  used  her  very  kindly  ;  I 
had  never  failed  in  such  rough  sea  courtesy  as  my 
profession  permitted  me  the  poor  art  of;  I  did  not 
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like  her  sneers  at  my  love  for  my  dollars  ;  and  I  less 
liked  the  pinch  or  two  of  tart  truth  that  acidulated 
her  language.  "  What  am  I  to  do  ? "  I  cried.  "  Bol 
will  not  tranship  you.  He'll  speak  no  more  vessels 
now  the  two  Spaniards  are  gone.  I  can't  sneak  you 
away  in  a  boat.  Let  any  land  but  that  of  Amsterdam 
Island  heave  into  view  and  the  sailors  will  slit  my 
throat.  Why  do  you  lie  sobbing  upon  that  table, 
madam  ?  Pray,  hold  up  your  head  and  listen  to  me. 
What  was  your  scheme,  pray  ?  A  hideous  one, 
indeed ;  and  one  that  would  not  profit  us  either.  It 
would  fail,  were  we  devils  enough  to  attempt  it ;  and 
then  God  help  you  and  me  !  Many  are  the  saints, 
but  none  would  then  be  powerful  enough  to  serve 
you." 

She  raised  her  head.  The  fire  in  her  eyes  was  by 
no  means  dimmed  by  her  tears.  Her  sobbing  and 
posture  had  reddened  her  cheeks. 

"  The  navigation  of  this  brig  is  in  your  hands. 
Wreck  her  !  "  she  exclaimed. 

"  And  be  drowned  ?  " 

"  Wreck  her  in  such  a  way  that  we  shall  not  be 
drowned." 

"  Come,  you  shall  not  teach  me  my  business.  If  I 
am  not  a  Spanish  sailor,  I'll  not  take  counsel  of  a 
woman  either." 

She  snapped  her  fingers  at  me,  and  showed  her 
teeth  in  an  angry  smile  ;  turned,  and  I  thought  was 
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oing  to  her  berth.  Instead,  she  stopped  and  looked 
it  me  over  her  shoulder,  made  a  step,  and  her  whole 
mamier  changed.  Her  demeanour  was,  all  of  a  sudden, 
a  sort  of  wild  tenderness.  Why  do  I  call  it  that  ? 
Because  it  suggested — the  memory  of  it  still  suggests 
— the  moment's  sportiveness  of  a  tigress  with  its 
young.  Her  eyes  softened  ;  her  face  grew  SAveet  with 
a  look  of  pleading ;  she  put  herself  into  a  posture  of 
entreaty,  her  hands  outstretched  and  figure  a  little 
Stooped.  Acting,  or  no  acting,  it  w^as  as  good  as  good 
can  be.  You  would  have  said  she  loved  me  had  you 
watched  her  eyes.  The  contrast  between  the  rascally 
snap  of  the  finger  and  this  pose  of  appeal  was  sharp 
and  strong ;  but  how  mean  that  stage  for  so  rich  a 
performance — the  lifting,  uncarpeted  deck  of  a  little 
plain  ship's  cabin,  with  its  austere  furniture  of  table 
and  lockers,  and  a  skj'light  bleared  with  the  grayness 
of  the  day  without ! 

"  Senor  Fielding,  let  me  be  first  with  you." 
Another  reference   to  the  dollars  !     It  vexed  me 
greatly,  and  saying,  "  It  always  has  been  so,"  I  gave 
her  a  cool  bow  and  went  on  deck. 

We  had  quarrelled  before,  but  lightly,  for  the 
most  part,  and  were  friends  agam  in  an  hour.  This 
quarrel,  however,  ran  into  two  or  three  days.  She 
would  not  leave  me  alone.  Did  I  mean  to  scheme 
for  our  salvation  ?  Was  she  to  be  first  with  me  ? 
Was  I  not  ashamed   of  myself  to   be   devoured  by 
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avarice  ?  WTiat  was  the  good  of  dollars  to  a  dying 
man  ?  and  was  not  I  a  dying  man  if  I  did  not  rescue 
her  and  myself  from  the  crew  of  the  brig  ?  I  don't 
say  she  used  all  the  words  I  have  put  into  her  mouth. 
No  ;  she  was  not  so  Huent  the^i  as  all  that ;  but  I  un- 
derstood her  very  easily — rather  too  easily — when 
she  sneered  at  me  for  thmking  more  of  my  dollars 
than  of  her. 

Finding,  however,  that  I  continued  resolutely 
sulky,  answering  her  shortly,  passing  through  the 
cabin  instead  of  sitting  with  her  as  before  and  talking, 
she  grew  alarmed,  felt  that  she  had  said  too  much, 
and  made  her  peace.  She  made  her  peace  by  coming 
to  my  cabin.  I  was  looking  at  a  chart  of  the 
Southern  Ocean  when  somebody  knocked.  My  lady 
entered. 

"  Ave  Maria !  AMiat  will  you  think  of  me  for 
coming  to  you  thus  and  here  ?  But  my  heart  is  too 
full  of  remorse  for  patience.  Blessed  Virgin  I  How 
long  is  half-an-hour  when  one  is  impatient !  And  I 
have  been  waiting  for  half-an-hour  outside  in  the 
cabin.  I  have  angered  you,  and  I  am  sorry.  You 
have  been  good  to  me,  and  you  are  my  friend.  And 
how  do  I  show  my  gratitude  ?  Forgive  me,  senor  ;  " 
and  with  that  she  put  out  her  hand. 

It  was  very  true  that  Yan  Bol  had  declared  the 
men  would  speak  no  ship  until  the  silver  was  out  of 
the  brig.     And  in  my  opinion  they  were  right.      As 


I  SCHEME.  125 

we  made  for  the  Island  of  Xew  Amsterdam  we  in- 
creased the  chance  of  falling  in  with  war-ships  and 
privateers.  For  Amsterdam  Island  is  in  the  Indian 
Ocean,  at  the  southern  limit  of  those  waters,  it  is  tme, 
and  in  those  times  many  armed  vagabond  vessels  were 
to  be  found  m  the  Indian  Ocean  on  the  look-out  for 
the  big  rich  ships,  the  tea  waggons  and  spice  and 
silk  carriers  bound  to  and  from  China  and  the 
Indies. 

But  it  so  happened  that  after  w^e  had  lost  sight  of 
the  little  schooner  which  had  taken  the  two  Spaniards 
aboard,  we  met  with  no  other  sail — none,  I  mean, 
within  reach  of  the  bunting  or  speaking  trumpet.  At 
long  intervals  a  tip  of  white  showed  in  some  blue 
recess  of  that  sea,  infinitely  remote,  pale  as  a  little 
light  that  lives  and  dies  and  lives  again  whilst  you 
look.  Never  before  had  the  measurelessness  of  the 
ocean  affected  me  as  now.  The  spirits  of  vastness  and 
loneliness  which  came  shaping  themselves  to  the 
imagination  out  of  those  month-wide  breasts  and 
secret  soHtudes  of  brine  grew  overwhelming  to  the 
mind — to  my  mind,  I  should  say ;  and  often  of  a 
night  when  the  deck  was  quiet  and  the  sea  black  and 
the  stars  were  shining,  I'd  feel  the  oppression  of  a 
mighty  presence — of  something  huge  and  near. 

And  then  consider  the  doses  of  salt  water  I  had 
swallowed  and  was  yet  swallowing  !  I  was  fresh  from 
very  many  months  of  the  sea  when  I  was  picked  up 
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off  an  oar  in  the  Channel  and  swept  outwards  again 
into  that  world  where  the  salt  spits  like  a  wild  cat, 
and  where  the  sound  of  the  wind  is  not  as  its  noise 
is  ashore;  and  I  was  still  at  sea  with  months  of 
water  before  me  in  any  case  if  I  was  not  put  an 
end  to. 

So,  even  had  the  crew  been  willing  to  speak  a  ship 
that  the  Lady  Aurora  might  be  transferred,  no  oppor- 
tunity to  do  so  came  along ;  nothing  hove  in  sight 
but  a  star  of  sail  in  the  liquid  distance  and  this  only 
at  long,  long  intervals. 

I'll  not  tell  you  of  the  weather  we  fell  in  with 
between  Cape  Horn  and  the  distant  island  we  were 
steering  for  :  what  do  you  care  about  the  weather  and 
the  weather  of  so  long  ago  as  Waterloo  year  ?  Other- 
wise I  could  fill  you  several  pages  with  pictures  of 
hard  gales,  in  one  of  which  the  brig  lay  for  a  wild, 
terrifying  time  with  her  lee  rail  under,  her  hull  scarce 
to  be  seen  for  the  smother  that  filled  her  decks,  and  I 
could  please  you  with  pictures  of  soft  calms  in  which 
our  stem  tranquilly  broke  the  cold  grey  water  that 
reflected  on  either  hand  of  the  vessel  the  silver  sheen 
of  her  overhanging  wings :  and  I  could  give  3'ou 
pictures  of  merry  breezes  that  swept  us  onwards  fast 
as  the  melting  head  of  the  blue  surge  itself  ran. 
Enough ! 

One  afternoon  I  sat  upon  the  edge  of  the  skylight 
frame  with  my  arms  folded  and  my  eyes  fixed  upon 
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the  sea.  The  sun  was  warm,  the  breeze  brisk.  A 
pleasanter  day  had  not  shone  upon  us  for  a  fortnight 
past.  My  Lady  Aurora  seated  on  a  cabin  chair  at  a 
little  distance  from  me  was  intent  on  an  English  book, 
one  of  the  few  volumes  which  had  belonged  to 
Greaves.  Her  posture  was  very  easy  and  reposeful ; 
her  dark  eyes  wandered  slowly  down  the  printed 
page ;  often  she  was  puzzled  by  the  meaning  of  a 
word  and  frowned  at  it ;  you  would  have  supposed  her 
a  person  without  a  single  cause  for  anxiety,  a  lady 
who  was  sailing  to  her  home  Avhich  might  now  not  be 
very  far  off. 

Yan  Bol  was  in  charofe.  He  had  been  standingf 
for  some  considerable  time  beside  the  wheel,  occasion- 
ally exchanging  a  sentence  in  guttural  Dutch  with 
Wirtz,  who  held  the  spokes.  At  last  he  came  along 
the  deck  and  stood  in  front  of  me. 

"  Vhat  might  hov  been  der  situation  of  der  brick 
at  noon,  Mr.  Fielding  ?  "  he  inquired. 

I  gave  him  the  ship's  place. 

"  Dot  vhas  close  !  "  he  said. 

"  It  was,"  I  answered. 

"  Donnerwetter  !  "  he  thundered,  "  der  island  vhas 
aboardt !  "  and  he  looked  ahead  at  the  sea  as  though 
he  expected  to  behold  the  Island  of  New  Amsterdam. 

The  Lady  Aurora,  leaving  the  book  open  upon 
her  lap,  raised  her  eyes  and  listened. 

"  How  close  vhas  der  island,  Mr.  Fielding  ? " 
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"  Roughly,  sixty  leagues." 

"  Den,  she  vhas  here  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  That  is  as  the  wind  wills,"  said  I. 

He  went  forward  by  twenty  or  thirty  paces,  and 
putting  his  hand  to  the  side  of  his  mouth — not  that 
his  voice  should  carry  the  better,  but  to  qualify  the 
liberty  he  was  taking  by  making  an  "  aside  "  of  it,  so 
to  speak,  to  the  eye — he  called  to  Galen,  Meehan,  and 
two  others  who  were  on  the  forecastle — 

"  Poys,  she  vhas  here  to-morrow.  Der  distance 
vhas  sixty  leagues  at  dinner-time." 

Galen  accepted  the  news  with  a  heavy  Dutch 
flourish  of  his  hand.  Yan  Bol  returned  to  me.  In 
the  minute  or  two  of  his  going  forward  I  had  been 
thinking,  and  with  the  swiftness  of  thought  had  con- 
cluded to  ask  him  certain  questions. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  bury  the  silver  ?  " 

"  Dot  vhas  der  scheme." 

"  You  will  need  to  dig  wide  and  deep  if  your  pit  is 
to  contain  all  those  cases." 

"  Yaw,  dot  vhas  so." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  dig  your  pit  with  ?  " 

"  Dere  vhas  two  shovels  in  der  fore-peak.  What- 
effer  else  vhas  useful  ve  takes  mit  us." 

"  Do  you  object  to  my  asking  you  these  ques- 
tions ? " 

"  Nine,  nine,  Mr.  Fielding,"  he  answered,  "  you 
vhas  von  of  us,  ve  hope.     Two  tons  of  der  silver  vhas 
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yours.     Vhas  it  not  right  you  should  know  vhat  vhas 
to  become  of  her  ?  " 

"  Then,  since  in  all  probability  we  shall  be  off  the 
island  some  time  to-morrow,  I'd  be  glad  to  hear  now 
how  you  mean  to  go  to  Avork.  I  have  asked  no  ques- 
tions before.  I  had  expected  that  you  would  come  to 
me  with  your  arrangements,  and  for  advice." 

"  Vhat  advice  vhas  vanted  ?  A  man  vhas  green 
dot  requires  to  be  learnt  how  to  make  a  hole  in  der 
earth,  und  put  his  money  into  it,  und  cover  it  oop." 

"  You  will  need  to  make  a  very  big  pit." 

"  Yaw,  she  vhas  a  vide  und  deep  pit  dot  ve  dig." 

"  How  long  d'ye  reckon  that  it  will  take  you 
to  dig  that  pit  with  such  tools  as  you  have  ? " 

"  Dere  vhas  no  reckoning.  Ye  gets  ashore  und 
falls  to  verk." 

The  Lady  Aurora  closed  her  book,  arose,  brought 
her  chair  close  to  the  skylight  and  reseated  herself. 
Bol  looked  at  her,  then  fastened  his  eyes  upon  me. 

"  Am  I  to  be  left  m  charge  of  the  brig  I  " 

"  You  vhas,  Mr.  Fielding." 

"  What  sort  of  a  crew  do  you  mean  to  allow  me  ? 
It  may  come  on  to  blow  hard  whilst  you  are  on 
shore." 

"  Dere  vhas  crew  enough,"  said  he  with  a  queer 
expression  m  his  eyes. 

"  How  many  ? "  I  demanded  sternly. 

"  Dere  vhas  four,  und  dere  vhas  der  ladt,  Jim 
/ 
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Dot  vhas  men  enough  for  cler  braces,"  said  he,  looking 
up  at  the  sails. 

"  Four  men  and  the  boy,"  said  I  aloud  and  mus- 
ingly ;  "  well,  I  daresay  I  shall  be  able  to  manage 
with  four  men  and  the  boy." 

"  Dere  vhas  yourself  to  gount." 

"  Oh,  I  do  not  forget  myself.  Do  you  take  charge 
of  the  landmg  and  burial  of  the  money  ? " 

"  Yaw,  me  himself.  I  likes  to  know  vhere  she 
lies." 

"  You  will  pull  around  the  island  and  reconnoitre 
first,  I  suppose,  before  you  land  ? " 

"  Yhat  vhas  dot  ?  " 

"Before  landing  the  silver  you  will  take  care  to 
make  sure  there  is  nobody  upon  the  island  ?  That's 
what  I  mean.  Risk  your  own  share  if  you  like,  but 
my  two  tons  must  lie  till  I  fetch  them." 

"  She  vhas  an  uninhabited  island  mitout  house  or 
foodt.  Dot  vhas  certain  sure.  But  we  foorst  takes  a 
look,  Mr.  Fielding.  Oh,  yaw,  by  Cott,  we  foorst  takes 
a  look." 

"  You  have  come  a  thundering  long  way  to  hide 
this  money."  He  nodded.  "  And  there's  the  devil's 
own  trouble  to  be  taken  afterwards.  First  the  voyage 
from  here  to  Sydney ;  then  the  trusting  of  Teach's 
friend,  Max  Lampton,  with  this  big,  rich  secret ;  then 
supposing  that  to  prove  all  right,  the  return  to  Ams- 
terdam   Island — this    fine    brig,  meanwhile,    having 
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been  cast  away — in  some  crazy  little  schooner,  with 
the  risks  of  a  trip  to  New  Holland  in  a  bottom  that 
may  drop  out  under  the  weight  of  fifteen  tons  of 
silver." 

"  Ye  vhas  not  all  dom'd  fools,"  said  he  with  a  slow 
smile ;  "  dere  vhas  no  grazy  bottoms  mit  us.  Dis 
brig  vhas  fine,  yaw,"  said  he  with  a  leisurely  look 
round  the  deck,  "  but  she  must  go." 

"  It's  the  maddest  scheme  that  even  sailors  ever 
lighted  upon,"  said  I,  "  but  let's  have  the  rest  of  it. 
Having  dug  your  pit  you  come  back  for  the  cargo  ?  " 

"  Yaw." 

"  It  may  take  you  a  day  to  dig  your  pit." 

"  And  b'raps  two,"  said  he. 

"  You  will  load  about  four  tons  a  journey." 

"  Call  her  five,"  said  he. 

Here  I  observed  that  Galen,  Teach,  and  one  or 
two  others  having  observed  the  big  Dutchman  and 
me  close  and  earnest,  yet  very  audible  in  this  talk, 
had  approached  mth  sneaking  steps  to  mthin 
earshot,  where  they  feigned  to  occupy  themselves,  one 
in  coiling  doAvn  a  rope,  another  in  dipping  for  a  drink 
out  of  the  scuttle-butt,  and  so  on.  This  decided  me 
to  drop  the  subject. 

I  walked  to  a  corner  of  the  deck  called  the  star- 
board quarter,  and  folding  my  arms  leaned  against 
the  bulwarks.     A  dim  and  faint  idea  had  come  to  me 
in  those  fcAV  instants  of  time  when  Yan  Bol  went 
/  2 
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forward  and  called  out  to  his  mates  on  the  forecastle 
with  his  immense,  hairy,  square  hand  beside  his 
mouth,  and  this  idea  had  slightly  brightened  whilst 
I  questioned  him.  It  was  an  idea  that  would  be 
quite  glorious  if  successful ;  otherwise  it  would  be  a 
forlorn  and  beggarly  idea,  a  treacherous  cut-throat 
idea,  exactly  fit  to  play  my  heavy  stake  of  silver  and 
the  Spanish  maid  into  the  hands  of  the  men,  and  to 
secure  me  the  quickest  exit  that  could  be  contrived 
by  the  knife  or  the  yard-arm. 

Madam  Aiu'ora  watched  me.  I  wish  you  were  a 
man,  thought  I.  Are  you  a  person  to  fail  one  in  a 
supremely  critical  hour  ?  You  offered  to  stick  three 
men  in  the  back ;  have  you  the  courage  to  stick  one 
man  face  to  face  ? 

I  regarded  her  steadfastly,  reflecting.  I  better 
remember  her  on  that  particular  afternoon  than  at 
any  former  time.  Would  you  like  to  know  how  she 
was  dressed  ?  I  will  tell  you  exactly.  She  wore  a 
seaman's  plain  cloth  jacket,  fitted  by  her  own  hands 
to  her  figure  ;  it  sat  well,  and  was  tight  and  comfort- 
able for  those  latitudes.  She  wore  the  dress  she  had 
been  clad  in  when  we  took  her  off  the  island  ;  she  had 
turned  it,  or  in  some  fashion  re-arranged  it,  and  it 
was  no  longer  the  hideous  garment  I  had  thought  it. 
She  wore  a  cloth  cap ;  it  sat  like  a  turban  upon  her 
thick,  black  hair,  and  laugh  now  if  you  will !  she 
wore  a  pair  of  sailor's  shoes,  whence  you  will  guess 
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that  what  grace  of  littleness  she  had,  lay  in  those 
hands  of  hers  I  have  admired  so  often.  Not  at  all. 
Her  foot  was  perfectly  proportioned  to  her  hand. 
She  had  small,  delicately-shaped,  high-arched,  and 
altogether  lovely  feet.  The  shoes  she  wore  I  had 
found  in  the  second  of  the  slop  chests ;  they  were 
embellished  with  buckles ;  the  Dutch  shopman 
probably  stowed  them  away  by  mistake  ;  they  might 
have  been  designed  for  some  dandy  lad  of  a  Batavian 
quarter-deck ;  they  were  small,  and  small  they  must 
have  been,  for  they  fitted  Aurora. 

This  is  the  picture  of  her  as  she  sat,  intently 
regarded  by  me,  who  lay  against  the  rail  with  folded 
arms,  deeply  considering.  Teach  and  the  others  had 
sneaked  forward  again.  Bol  stumped  the  weather 
gangway.  He  was  usually  respectful  enough  whenever 
I  came  on  deck  to  carry  his  vast  carcass  to  a  humbler 
part  of  the  brig  than  I  occupied.  Miss  Aurora  rose 
and  walked  up  to  me. 

"  A^Tiat  are  you  thinking  about  ?  "  said  she,  speak- 
ing in  her  o^vn  way,  a  way  I  have  not  yet  attempted 
to  write,  and  shall  not  here  give.  "  Do  I  look  ill  that 
you  stare  at  me  ?  " 

"  I  am  thinking." 

"  I  am  not  blind.  I  might  suppose  I  saw  mis- 
chief in  your  face  if  I  thought  you  capable  of  mis- 
chief." 

A  pair  of  slow  but  shrewd  Dutch  eyes,  and  a  pair 
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of  big  but  attentive  Dutch  ears  overtopped  the  spokes 
of  the  wheel.  I  made  her  glance  at  Wirtz  by  myself 
looking  at  him.  She  understood  the  meaning  in  my 
face,  and  returned  to  her  chair.  I  crossed  the  deck, 
and  passing  my  arm  round  a  lee  backstay,  gazed  at 
the  horizon  ahead,  thinking  with  all  my  might. 

I  remained  on  deck  about  half  an  hour,  and  then 
went  below.  I  took  a  book  out  of  the  shelf  in  my 
berth,  and  seated  myself  at  the  cabin  table,  as  far 
removed  as  possible  from  the  skylight,  but  not  out  of 
sight  of  one  who  should  peer  through  the  glass ;  the 
size  of  the  cabin  did  not  admit  of  such  concealment. 
After  the  lapse  of  a  few  minutes  I  was  joined  by  Miss 
Aurora,  who  pulled  off  her  cap  and  placed  herself 
beside  me. 

There  could  be  nothing  suspicious  in  our  sitting 
close  together.  Many  a  time  had  we  sat  very  close 
together  indeed,  at  that  cabin  table,  under  the  sky- 
light, when  I  was  teaching  her  to  speak  the  English 
language,  and  wondering  whether,  under  other 
circumstances,  I  should  discover  myself  to  be  rather 
in  love  with  this  fine  young  Spanish  woman ;  and 
many  a  time  had  the  men  looked  down  and  observed 
us,  and  grinned,  I  have  no  doubt,  and  uttered  such 
remarks  one  to  another  as  the  very  low  level  of 
their  forecastle  inteUigence  would  suggest. 

"  What  has  caused  you  to  stare  at  me,  Sefior 
Fielding  ? " 
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"  I  have  wished  to  satisfy  myself  that  you  are  to 
be  trusted." 

"  Ave  Maria  !  Trusted  !  Do  not  wrap  up  your 
meaning.  I  dislike  people  who  wrap  up  their 
meaning." 

"  Could  you  kill  a  man  ?  " 

"  For  my  honour  and  for  my  liberty,  yes,"  she 
replied  after  a  short  silence,  rearing  herself  in  her 
swelling  way,  and  flashing  one  of  her  Avicked  looks  at 
me. 

"  Would  you  faint  when  you  had  killed  him  ?  " 

Her  manner  instantly  changed.  She  slightly 
shrugged  her  shoulders  and  answered,  "  A  httle  thing 
has  made  me  faint.  At  Acapulco  I  slept  at  a  friend's 
house.  I  awoke,  and  by  the  moonlight  saw  a  mouse 
upon  my  bed,  after  which  I  remember  no  more.  But 
nothing  heroic,  nothing  exalted  in  horror  would  make 
me  faint,  I  think.  I  could  look  upon  a  man  slain 
by  me  for  my  liberty  or  for  my  honour  Avithout 
swooning."  This  was,  in  effect,  her  answer  to  my 
question. 

"  Have  you  ever  killed  a  man  ?  "  said  I. 

"  No,"  she  answered  hotly  ;  "  but  when  he  is  ready 
for  me  I  shall  be  ready  for  him  ; "  and,  unbuttoning 
the  breast  of  her  coat,  she  thrust  her  hand  into  the 
pocket  of  her  gown  and  pulled  out  a  poniard  or 
stiletto.  It  was  a  blue,  gleaming  blade,  about  seven 
or  eight  inches  long,  sheathed  in  bright  metal,  with  a 
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little  ivory  hilt  that  sparkled  with  some  sort  of  em- 
bellishment of  gem  or  ore.  In  all  the  time  we  had 
iDeen  associated  she  had  never  once  given  me  to  know 
that  she  went  armed ;  but  I  afterwards  discovered  she 
was  a  young  woman  who  knew  how  to  keep  a  secret. 

"  Hide  that  thing  ! "  I  cried  with  a  glance  at  the 
skylight. 

She  pocketed  it,  giving  me  a  fiery  nod.  "  Never," 
said  she,  "  have  yon  asked  me  whether  I  Avas  afraid  to 
be  alone  with  Jorge  and  Antonio  on  the  island. 
Yaya !  Do  your  English  ladies  secrete  knives  about 
them  ?  It  is  a  Avise  custom.  But  you  wish  to  find 
out  if  I  am  to  be  trusted,  and  if  I  can  kill  a  man  for 
my  liberty  or  for  my  honour.  Try  me  ! "  she  cried, 
snapping  her  fingers  as  she  waved  her  hand  close  to 
my  face. 

"  I  have  a  scheme,"  said  I,  "  for  getting  away  with 
the  treasure  and  the  brig  and  you." 

"  The  treasure  first,"  she  exclauned,  smiling  till 
her  face  looked  to  be  lighted  up  with  her  white  teeth. 
"  You  will  have  to  be  quick.  Is  not  to-morrow  the 
day  of  your  Amsterdam  Island  ?  " 

"  Ask  the  wind  that  question,"  I  answered. 

"  What  is  your  scheme  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  magnificent  scheme  providing  it  succeeds. 
If  it  does  not  succeed  better  had  we  never  been  born. 
Shall  we  desperately  attempt  it  ? " 

"  Que  es  eso — what  is  it  ?  what  is  it  ? "  she  cried ; 
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and  then  a  passion  of  excitement  seized  her,  and  her 
hands  trembled. 

"  I  will  tell  you  the  scheme  in  a  minute.  It  de- 
pends not  upon  me  and  you  only.  I  shall  require  the 
help  of  the  lad,  Jimmy.     Is  he  to  be  trusted  ? " 

"  Your  scheme — your  scheme  !  " 

"  Is  he  to  be  trusted  ? "  I  continued,  feigning  to 
read  aloud  from  the  book  that  was  before  me,  for  I  had 
thought  I  heard  a  man  stop  in  his  walk  overhead. 
"  My  scheme  is  not  to  be  thought  of  unless  this  youth 
will  help  us.  You  are  a  very  observant  lady.  I  have 
often  seen  you  look  attentively  at  Jimmy." 

"  Yaya  !  If  I  have  looked  at  him  it  was  mthout 
thought,  and  because  I  had  nothing  else  to  do.  Whstt 
a  face  to  gaze  at  attentively  ! " 

"  Do  you  think  he  is  to  be  trusted  ? " 

"  You  continue  to  ask  me  that  question,"  she  ex- 
claimed, petulantly  twisting  her  prayer-ring  as  though 
hotly  engaged  in  the  aves.  "  First  tell  me  your 
scheme,  and  then  I  aylII  give  you  my  opinion  on 
Jimmy's  trustworthiness." 

On  this,  feigning  to  read  aloud  to  her  whilst 
I  talked,  that  any  one  above  might  suppose  we  were 
at  our  old  game  of  playing  at  school,  I  communicated 
my  scheme  to  her.  A  scheme  it  was  :  a  distinct  idea 
and  project  of  deliverance ;  but  several  conditions, 
partly  of  chance,  partly  of  contrivance,  must  attend 
its  success.     She  hstened  eagerly,  never  removing  her 
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eyes  from  me,  and  once  she  was  so  well  pleased  that 
she  clapped  her  hands  and  fell  back  with  a  loud 
laugh.  This  was  not  a  behaviour  to  object  to.  No 
man  warily  observing  us  would  guess  our  talk,  the 
significance  of  this  long  and  intimate  cabin  con- 
sultation, from  the  loud  laughter  of  the  senorita,  and 
the  merry  noise  of  the  clapping  of  her  hands.  In 
truth  I  never  could  have  imagined  such  spirit  in 
a  woman.  She  had  clapped  her  hands  at  the  one 
feature  whose  disclosure  would  have  made  another 
woman  ill,  she  being  to  act  in  it.  It  was  this  stroke 
of  our  projected  business  that  had  made  the  cabin 
ring  with  her  laughter. 

"  How  long  will  the  work  occupy  ? "  said  I. 

"  It  matters  not,"  she  answered.  "  I  will  take  no 
rest  until  I  have  finished  it." 

"  You  will  not,  however,  begin  until  I  have  talked 
with  Jimmy  ?  If  I  see  reason  to  distrust  him,  we 
must  think  of  another  plan." 

"  Promise  him  plenty  of  dollars  if  he  is  faithful," 
said  she,  "  and  threaten  him  with  death  if  he  fails 
you." 

We  continued  for  some  time  longer  to  talk  over 
my  scheme.  I  then  walked  to  the  stand  of  arms,  and 
looked,  with  much  irresolution  in  my  mind,  at  the 
muskets  and  the  cutlasses,  and  at  several  pistols 
hanging  near.  My  instincts  cautioned  me  to  disturb 
nothing. 
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"  No,"  said  I,  wheeling  round  to  the  lady  ;  "  those 
weapons  must  remain  as  they  are.  The  magazine  is 
do^vn  there,"  said  I,  pointing  to  a  part  of  the  deck 
that  formed  the  ceiling  of  a  small  compartment  just 
forward  of  the  lazaretto.  "  It  is  entered  by  that 
hatch,  and,  therefore,  if  the  men  require  ammunition 
— and  it  is  likely  as  not  they'll  go  ashore  armed — 
they  must  pass  through  this  cabin  to  get  at  the 
magazine.     Nothing  must  be  disturbed." 

At  this  point  the  lad  arrived  to  prepare  our 
supper.  Miss  Aurora  walked  to  her  berth.  I  sat 
upon  a  locker  and  watched  the  youth  as  he  went 
round  the  table  furnishing  it  for  the  meal.  I  have 
elsewhere  described  him.  Since  the  date  to  which 
that  description  belongs  he  appeared  to  have  grown 
somewhat :  he  had  broadened  ;  his  face  had  gathered 
from  the  dye  of  the  weather  something  of  the  manly 
look  of  the  sailor;  but  that  was  all.  It  was  still  a 
stupid,  insipid,  grinning  face.  He  breathed  hard, 
and  put  down  the  knives  and  forks  and  plates  with 
the  characteristic  energy  of  a  weak-minded  youth 
who  is  always  very  much  in  earnest.  He  was  more 
than  usually  in  earnest  now  because  I  watched  him. 
I  took  the  altitude  of  his  head,  and  guessed  him  taller 
than  I,  who  was  a  pretty  big  chap,  too.  I  took  a  view 
of  his  hands.  Me  thought  they  fell  not  far  short  of 
Yan  Bol's  in  magnitude.  They  were  not  fat,  like  the 
hands  of  Yan  Bol ;  on  the  contrary,  they  were  bony 
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and  rugged  with  muscle  and  veins.  They  were  hands 
to  hold  on  with — to  hit  hard  Avith. 

Presently,  reflection  in  me  became  a  torment ;  nay, 
without  straining  words,  I  may  say  that  it  rose  into 
anguish.  Should  I  put  my  life  and  the  life  of  the 
girl  into  the  hands  of  that  youth,  who  was  little  more 
than  an  idiot  ?  I  waited  until  he  had  prepared  the 
table  for  supper.  I  could  then  endure  the  agony  of 
irresolution  no  longer,  and  I  rose  and  walked  to  my 
berth,  bidding  him  folloAv  me.  When  he  was  entered, 
I  shut  the  door.  He  stared  at  me,  slightly  grin- 
ning, but  his  look  had  a  little  of  wonder  and  fear 
in  it. 

"  Jimmy,"  said  I,  "  you're  often  in  the  forecastle, 
aren't  you  ?  You  follow  the  talk  of  the  men,  I  guess. 
Where  do  you  sling  your  hammock  ?  " 

"  In  the  eyes,  master." 

"  You  hear  the  men  talk.  Do  you  understand 
'em  ? " 

"  Why,  ay,"  he  answered,  staring  at  me  without  a 
wink  from  the  full,  knock-kneed,  muscular  stature  of 
him  ;  for  he  stood  before  me  as  a  soldier — as  he  used 
to  stand  before  Greaves  when  he  received  a  lesson  on 
the  difference  of  dishes. 

"  What's  going  to  happen  to  this  brig  ?  " 

"  Why,  master,  they're  going  to  unload  the  silver 
and  hide  it  in  Amsterdam  Island ;  and  then  we're 
a-going  to  sail  away  for  the  coast  of  New  Holland, 
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where  you're  to  wreck  us ;  and  then  we  comes  back 
for  the  money." 

"  After  ? " 

"  Dunno  what's  gomg  to  happen  arter  ? " 

"  What's  to  be  your  share  of  the  dollars  ?  " 

"  There's  been  nary  word  said  about  my  share, 
master." 

"  D'ye  know  why  ?  " 

"  'Cos  they  don't  mean  to  give  me  none." 

"  That's  so.  There's  ne'er  a  dollar  meant  for  you, 
Jimmy.     Don't  you  think  that's  hard  ?  " 

"  I'm  a  poor  lad,  master.  What  comes,  comes  to 
the  likes  of  me.  When  the  captain  died  I  lost  my 
friend ;  "  and  grasping  his  fingers  he  cracked  his  joints 
one  after  another,  yielding  first  on  one  leg  and  then 
on  the  other,  as  though  he  was  about  to  break  into  a 
main-deck  double  shuffle. 

"  Did  Captain  Greaves  ever  promise  you  a  share  ?  " 

"  No,  master." 

"  But  you  have  a  claim,  and  he  was  not  the  man 
to  have  overlooked  it.     D'ye  remember  Galloon  ?  " 

"  Remember  him,  master  !  Remember  Galloon  ?  " 
said  he,  lowering  his  voice. 

"  Galloon  was  an  honest  dog.  Had  he  been  able 
to  speak,  his  advice  to  you  would  always  have  been, 
'  Jimmy,  be  honest.'  " 

He  looked  somewhat  wild  and  scared,  as  though 
he  imagined  I  was  going  to  charge  him  with  a  wrong. 
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"  It'll  be  a  wicked  act  to  cast  this  fine  brig  away, 
don't  you  tliink  ?  Galloon  wouldn't  have  loved  ye  for 
helping  in  such  a  job." 

"  It'll  be  no  job  of  mine,  master." 

"  Both  Galloon  and  Captain  Greaves,"  said  I, 
''  would  have  wished  you  to  be  on  the  right  side,  no 
matter  whose  side  it  might  happen  to  be.  Are  you 
on  the  right  side  or  the  Avrong  side  ?  Are  ye  on  the 
side  where  home  lies,  where  a  share  of  the  doUars 
lies,  where  safety  lies ;  or  are  you  on  the  side  where 
New  Holland  lies,  where  there  are  no  doUars  for  you, 
where  there's  no  home  for  you,  and  where  you  may  be 
finding  a  gibbet  as  one  who  helped  to  cast  a  ship 
away ;  if  the  men  don't  first  chuck  you  overboard  as 
being  in  the  road." 

He  continued  to  listen  with  mcreasing  eagerness 
and  agitation,  cracking  his  joints  again  and  again, 
whilst  he  advanced  his  head,  setting  his  mouth  in  the 
form  of  a  half-arrested  yawn.  When  I  had  ceased  he 
nodded  repeatedly,  maintaining  silence  mth  a  face 
that  seemed  to  mark  him  too  full  for  utterance.  He 
then,  in  a  stammering  and  choking  voice,  exclaimed, 
whilst  a  grotesque  smile  touched  his  countenance  into 
a  dim  intelligence,  even  as  the  eastern  obscurity  is 
tinctured  by  the  lunar  dawn — 

"  Master,  I  sees  yar  meaning.  I  ain't  on  the  side 
where  the  gibbet  is.  I  would  sail  round  the  world 
with  you,  master." 
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Twenty  minutes  later  he  followed  me  out  of  my 
berth  and  went  on  deck  to  fetch  the  cabin  supper 
from  the  galley. 

"  Are  you  satisfied  ?  "  said  the  Lady  Aurora,  who 
was  seated  at  the  table. 

"  Perfectly,"  I  answered. 


CHAPTER    XXIX. 

AMSTERDAM      ISLAND. 

I  HAD   hoped   to   make    the    Island    of   Amsterdam 

next  day :  had  the  wmd  prospered  we  should  have 

sighted  it  according  to  my  reckoning ;    but   in  the 

morning  watch  a  little  after  daybreak  the  breeze  fell, 

shifted,  and  came  on  to  blow   ahead   in   hard   rain 

squalls. 

Yan  Bol  aroused  me.     I  was  sleeping  soundly.     I 

had  been  busy  throughout  the  long  night — busy  after 

a  manner  of  secrecy  that  had  rendered  my  toil  not 

less    exhausting    to    my    mind    than    to   my   body. 

Throughout  the  night  I  had  been  occupied  with  the 

boy  Jimmy  in  paying  furtive  visits  to  the  magazine, 

and  with  the  help  of  the  lad  I  had  stowed  away  in  a 

cabin  locker  a  few  round  shot,  cartridges  for  the  long 

gun  aft,  some  canister,  pistols  which  I  had    loaded, 

and  to  whose  primings  I  had  carefully  looked,  a  few 

brace  of  handcuffs,  and  some  bilboes  or  leg-irons,  such 

as  Greaves  had  oblio^ed  Mr.  Yan  Laar  to  sit  in. 
f 
This  work  had  run  into  hours,  because  I  had  to 
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await  opportunities  to  carry  it  on — the  changes  of  the 
watch,  men's  movements  above — and  throughout 
it  was  the  same  as  though  a  musket  had  been 
levelled  at  my  head,  so  frightful  was  the  peril,  so 
deadly  the  consequences  of  detection.  For  besides 
the  risk  of  my  movements  aft  exciting  attention,  there 
Avas  the  chance  of  Jimmy  being  missed  forward. 
Luckily  he  was  what  is  termed  at  sea  "  an  idler,"  and 
an  idler  at  sea  has  "  all  night  in."  No  man  can  tell 
by  merely  lookmg  at  a  hammock  whether  it  is  oc- 
cupied or  not,  and  I  counted  upon  such  of  the  men 
as  might  give  the  lad  a  thought  believing  that  he 
lay  buried  in  his  canvas  bag  in  the  eyes  of  the  brig. 

Yan  Bol  aroused  me.  I  Avent  on  deck  and  found 
a  sallow,  roaring,  wet  morning.  The  brig  was  heading 
points  off  her  course,  bursting  in  smoke  through  the 
headlong  leap  of  the  surge,  with  the  topsail  yards  on 
the  caps,  reef  tackles  hauled  out,  a  number  of  men 
rolling  up  the  mainsail,  and  two  on  the  main  and  two 
on  the  fore  struggling  with  the  wet,  bladder-like  top- 
gallantsails. 

I  was  bitterly  vexed.  Postponement  might  mean 
frustration.  My  scheme  was  ready  for  instant  execu- 
tion :  my  heart  was  hot  as  a  madman's  to  have  at  the 
project  and  accomplish  it ;  and  now  I  might  be 
obliged  to  wait  a  month  and  perhaps  as  long  again 
as  a  month  !  For  here  was  just  the  sort  of  wind  to 
blow  us  half-way  back  the  distance  we  had  alread}' 
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measured ;  and  I  could  do  nothing  until  the  brig  was 
off  Amsterdam  Island,  the  weather  quiet,  the  maintop- 
sail  to  the  mast,  and  Bol  and  the  longboat  ashore. 

There  was  nothmg,  however,  to  be  done  beyond 
heaving  the  brig  to  under  a  rag  of  main  staysail, 
and  letting  her  lie  with  no  more  way  than  she 
Avould  get  from  the  hurl  of  the  seas  and  the  gale  up 
aloft. 

And  yet  in  one  sense  this  foul  weather  was  as 
fortunate  a  thing  as  could  have  happened ;  I'll  tell 
you  why.  I  had  taken  care  to  persuade  Yan  Bol 
that  I  had  turned  over  the  crew's  scheme  of  burying 
the  money,  had  thought  better  of  it,  was  indeed  now 
thinking  well  of  it  as,  on  the  whole,  the  easiest  Avay 
to  secure  the'  treasure  for  a  method  of  distribution  to 
be  afterwards  considered ;  but  I  had  never  flattered 
myself  that  he  believed  me  fully  sincere.  In  fact  I 
had  shown  too  much  amazement  at  the  start,  reasoned 
against  the  hnbecile  project  too  vehemently  after- 
wards. But  now  when  this  change  of  weather  came, 
my  disappointment  was  so  great,  my  mortification  so 
keen,  that  even  Yan  Bol,  with  his  slow  eyes,  and 
heavy,  dull,  ruminant  intellect  could  not  look  me  in 
the  face  and  mistake. 

We  stood  together  ..whilst  the  men  rolled  the 
canvas  up,  their  hoarse  cries  as  they  triced  up  the 
bunts  going  down  the  gale  Hke  the  yells  of  gulls. 
The   rain   swept   us   in   horizontal   lines ;   the   water 
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smoked  the  length  of  the  brig  as  though  her  metal 
sheathmg  were  red  hot ;  the  Dutchman's  cap  of  fur 
clung  to  his  big  head  like  a  huge,  over-ripe  fig.  The 
mist  of  the  sudden  gale  boiled  round  the  sea  line,  and 
we  laboured  in  the  commotion  of  our  horizon,  whose 
semi-diameter  could  have  been  measured  by  a  twenty- 
four  pounder. 

"  Holy  Sacrament ! "  roared  Yan  Bol  in  Dutch, 
''  Dis  vhas  der  vindt  to  make  anchells  of  men  I  "  and 
he  shook  his  immense  list  at  the  windward  ocean  and 
thundered  out  "  Ximin  dich  der  Teufel,  as  der  Sher- 
mans say ;  ' 

''  Han't  I  had  enough  of  this  ?  "  I  shouted,  sweep- 
ing my  hand  round  the  dirty  freckled  green  of  the 
seas,  Avhich  were  beginning  to  heap  themselves  with 
true  oceanic  weight  out  of  the  granite  shadow  of  the 
wet.  "  I'd  had  months  of  it  when  I  was  picked  up 
off  the  oar,  and  I've  had  months  of  it  since,  and 
months  of  it  remain ; "  and  I  bawled  to  him  that  we 
wanted  no  more  hmdrances  from  the  weather,  that  it 
was  time  the  dollars  were  buried,  that  it  was  time 
mdeed  we  were  thrashing  the  brig  to  that  part  of  the 
Australian  coast  where  we  should  agree  to  Avreck  her. 
"  I  want  my  money,"  I  cried,  "  I  want  to  settle  down 
ashore." 

"  Yhere  vhas  ve  bound  to  now  ?  " 
"  Dead  west  and  aU  the  way  back  again." 
"  Yy  zyn  al  verdom'd  !     Yere  vhas  der  island  ?  " 
iT  2 
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"  Somewhere  close.  The  brig  must  be  kept  thus 
Avhilst  it  blows  on  end.  I  may  have  overshot  the 
mark,  and  the  island  may  be  to  leeward  of  us  now — 
so  keep  your  weather-eye  lifting." 

Together  we  stormed  at  the  disappointment 
awhile  in  this  fashion,  I  more  hotly  than  he,  and  w4th 
more  smcerity,  perhaps,  for  I  was  maddened  by 
the  weather.  The  brig  was  reduced  as  I  have 
said  to  a  fragment  of  main  staysail,  but  she  was 
light,  and  blew  to  leeward  like  a  cask.  I  threw  the 
logship  over  the  weather-quarter,  and  the  line  stood 
out  to  windward  like  the  w^arp  of  a  fisherman's  traAvl. 
For  three  daj^s  and  three  nights  it  continued  to  blow, 
and  we  to  drift.  The  flying  sky  blackened  low  down 
over  the  sea,  and  the  surges  came  out  like  clifts  from 
the  windward  shadow.  I  obtained  no  sights,  and 
kncAv  not  our  situation.  I  never  could  at  any  time 
have  been  cocksure  of  the  position  of  the  brig ;  the 
mariner  in  those  times  went  to  sea  but  poorly 
equipped  with  nautical  instruments.  His  Hadley's 
quadrant  was  indeed  an  improvement  upon  the 
cross-staff  of  his  nautical  forefathers,  and  he  had  a 
chronometer  or  watch  which  those  wdio  went  before 
him  were  not  so  fortunate  as  to  possess  ;  not  because 
watches  of  exquisite  workmanship  Avere  not  to 
be  procured,  but  because  nobody  had  thought 
of  Greenwich  time.  But  the  sailor  of  1815  was 
nevertheless  not  equipped  as  the  sailor  of  to-day  is. 
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Charts  were  misleading ;  the  ocean  current  worked 
its  o^^'n  sweet  will  with  a  man  ;  consequently  I  am 
not  ashamed  to  o^\^l  that  I  never  could  have  been 
cocksure  of  the  situation  of  the  brig  in  reference  to 
land,  and  more  particularly  to  such  a  speck  of  land 
as  Amsterdam  Island  makes,  as  you  shall  observe  by 
casting  your  eye  on  the  chart.  The  fear  that  the 
lump  of  rock  might  be  to  leeward  in  the  thickness 
kept  me  terribly  anxious.  I  was  hour  after  hour 
on  deck.  My  anxiety  went  infinitely  deeper  than  the 
possible  adjacency  of  the  island  :  but  the  crew  believed 
that  I  was  worried  only  for  the  safety  of  the  brig ; 
and  this,  as  I  had  reason  to  know,  raised  me  high  in 
their  opinion. 

So  that,  as  I  say,  the  foul  weather  blew  for  a  use- 
fid  purpose  ;  but,  by  delaying  me,  it  involved  risks. 
Jnnmy  had  my  secret ;  he  was  exactly  acquainted 
with  my  scheme.  Suppose  the  half-witted  fellow 
should  babble ;  nay,  suppose  he  should  talk  in  his 
sleep !  When  I  had  explained  my  project  to  him  I 
believed  that  the  brig  would  be  off  the  island  next 
day.  It  was  wonderful  that  my  hair  should  have  re- 
tained its  colour ;  that  the  machinery  of  my  brain 
should  have  worked  with  its  established  nimbleness. 
That,  I  say,  was  wonderful,  considering  the  bitter 
anxieties  of  the  navigation,  the  fear  of  Jimmy  in- 
voluntarily or  unconsciously  betraying  me,  the  con- 
viction that  I  was  a  dead  man  if  that  happened,  and 
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that  the  Lady  Aurora  Y\'oiild  be  barbarously  used 
through  rage  and  the  spirit  of  revenge  and  brutal 
wantonness. 

Fme  weather  came  at  last.  It  was  the  fifth  day  of 
our  westerly  drift.  The  sea  flattened  and  opened,  the 
sky  cleared,  the  wind  fell  dead,  and  then,  over  the 
green  rounds  of  the  swell,  there  blew  a  draught  of  air 
from  the  north-west.  The  sun  shone  brightly  before 
noon.  I  got  a  good  observation,  and  calculated  our 
distance  at  about  two  hundred  miles  from  the  island- 
All  sail  was  heaped  upon  the  brig,  every  studding-sail 
boom  run  out,  everything  that  would  draw  mast- 
headed ;  and,  at  four  o'clock  of  that  afternoon,  the 
little  ship  was  SAveeping  through  it  at  twelve  knots, 
roaring  to  the  drag  of  a  huge  lower  studding-sail, 
every  tack  and  sheet,  every  backstay  and  halliard 
taut  as  a  harp-string  and  shrill  with  the  song  of  the 
wind  ;  with  all  hands  standing  by  watching  for  some- 
thing to  blow  away,  and  ready  to  shorten  sail  should 
the  yawing  hurl  of  the  fabric  grow  too  fierce  for  spars 
and  spokes. 

You  know  the  month ;  the  date  I  forget.  The 
da}^  I  recollect,  was  a  Friday.  It  had  been  a  very 
dark  night,  blowing  fresh  down  to  about  the  hour  of 
eleven,  during  which  time  we  had  given  the  brig  all 
her  legs,  forcing  her  to  her  best  with  large,  reefless 
breasts  of  canvas.  Not  a  star  showed  all  through  the 
night.     An  eager  look-out  Avas  kept  f 3r  the  Island  of 
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Xew  Amsterdam,  which,  I  guessed,  should  be  visible 
were  there  daylight  to  disclose  it. 

It  is  a  lofty  mass  of  land,  rising  amidships  to  an 
altitude  of  near  three  thousand  feet ;  and  a  frequent 
heave  of  the  log  had  assured  me  that  already,  in  these 
hours  of  darkness,  Ave  were  within  its  horizon.  I 
swept  the  sea-line.  It  was  aU  black,  smoky  gloom. 
Xo  deeper  dye  than  that  of  the  universal  shadow  of 
the  night  was  visible.  ToAvards  midnight  the  Avind 
slackened.  We  rolled  on  a  deep-breasted  heave  of 
saatU,  AA'hich  I  reckoned  aa'ouM  be  raismg  a  mighty 
smother  of  yeast  at  those  points  and  bases  of  iron 
terraces  AA^hich  confronted  this  long  Hft  of  ocean.  The 
SAvoUen  sails  dropped ;  the  brig  flapped  along  like  a 
homcAvard-bound  croAV  at  sunset.  Amid  intervals  of 
silence  I  strained  my  ears,  but  not  the  most  distant 
noise  of  breakers  did  I  catch. 

This  Avent  on  till  a  little  AA^hile  before  the  hour  of 
daybreak.  The  AAxather  Avas  noAv  very  quiet,  and  the 
brig  floated  stealthily  through  the  darkness  under 
small  canvas.  I  had  no  mind  to  pass  the  island  and 
find  it  astern  of  me,  and  perhaps  out  of  sight,  at 
sunrise. 

1  Avent  mto  the  cabin,  AA^hen  daAvn  avps  close  at 
hand,  to  drink  a  glass  of  grog  and  putt'  at  half  a  pipe 
of  tobacco.  The  Lady  Aurora  AA-as  in  her  berth.  She 
had  been  about  durmg  the  night ;  had  once  or  tAvico 
joined  me  on  deck,  and  Ave  had  conversed  cautiously 
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as  we  walked.  I  sat  upon  the  locker  in  which,  some 
nights  before,  I  had  stowed  away  the  materials  for  my 
scheme.  How  long  was  the  execution  of  that  scheme 
going  to  take  ?  Would  the  Lady  Aurora's  courage  be 
equal  to  the  part  I  had  allotted  to  her  ?  Was  Jimmy's 
half-addled  head  to  be  depended  upon  in  the  instant 
of  a  supremely  tragic  crisis,  when  action,  saving  or 
delaying  time  by  a  minute  or  two,  might  make  all  the 
difference  between  life  and  death  ? 

Thus  thinking,  I  sat  upon  the  desperately-charged 
locker,  puffing  at  my  pipe  and  drinking  from  my 
glass.  Suddenly  the  thunder  of  Yan  Bol's  voice 
resounded  through  the  little  interior — 

"  Landt  on  der  starboardt  bow  !  " 

I  sprang  to  my  feet,  and  gained  the  deck  in  a 
heart-beat.  Da^vTi  was  breaking  right  ahead.  A 
melancholy,  faint  green  light  lay  spread  low  down 
along  the  sky  ;  against  that  light  ran  the  horizon — a 
deep  black  line ;  and  on  the  right,  or  about  three 
points  on  the  starboard  or  lee  bow,  there  stood  against 
that  green  light  of  da^vn  the  pitch-black  mass  of  the 
Island  of  Ncav  Amsterdam,  defined  as  clearly  upon  the 
growing  hght  as  the  fanciful  edges  of  an  ink-stain 
on  white  blotting-paper. 

It  was  not  the  Island  of  St.  Paul's.  That  I  knew. 
It  was,  therefore,  Amsterdam  Island ;  and,  filled  as  I 
was  with  anxiety  and  distracted  by  many  contending 
passions,  a  momentary  emotion  of  pride  swelled  my 
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heart  when  I  beheld  that  island,  scarcely  five  miles 
distant,  mthin  three  points  under  the  bows  of  the 
little  brig. 

Yan  Bol  stood  beside  me  mth  folded  arms.  The 
ear-flaps  of  his  hair  cap  helmeted  his  face :  his  skin 
was  green  Avith  the  faint  light  ahead  :  he  looked  like  a 
mariner  of  Tromp's  day  in  his  casque-like  cap. 

"  So  dot  vhas  der  island  ?  Dot  vhas  New  Amster- 
dam, hey  ?  Potsblitz  !  Yhas  not  der  Doytch  every- 
where in  her  day  ?  But  dot  day  vhas  gone.  Und 
dot  vhas  der  island,  hey  ?  Veil,  she  vhas  m  good 
time,  und  I  likes  der  look  of  der  vetter.  Vhere  vhas 
der  landing-place,  I  fonders  ?  " 

I  told  him  I  couldn't  say :  I  was  without  a  chart 
of  the  island.  Its  configuration  to  our  approach  was 
that  of  a  lofty  mass  of  coal-black  rock  south-east,  with 
a  down-like  shelvmg  of  the  stuff  into  the  interior  and 
a  facing  seawards  of  rugged,  horribly  precipitous  cliff* 
I  should  say  it  scarcely  measured  five  miles  north  and 
south.  The  ocean  looked  lonely  with  it,  as  a  babe 
makes  loneHer  the  figure  of  the  lonely  woman  who 
carries  it ;  the  melancholy  of  the  picture  of  the  deep 
at  that  moment — of  that  picture  of  faint  green  dawn 
blackening  out  the  forlorn  pile  of  island  and  the 
indigo  sweep  of  the  sea-line  on  either  hand  of  it,  and 
all  astern  of  us  the  thickness  of  the  smoky  shadows  of 
the  departing  night,  is  indescribable. 

The  sun  rose  right  behind  the  island.     It  shot  out 
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a  hundred  beams  of  splendour  before  lifting  its 
flaming  upper  limb  :  it  was  then  a  fine  morning  ;  the 
water  of  this  Indian  Ocean  brimmed  in  a  dark  and 
beautifully  pure  blue  to  the  base  of  the  iron-like 
steeps :  the  flash  and  dazzle  of  rollers  was  visible  at 
points,  the  sky  was  hard  and  high  with  a  delicate 
shading  and  interlacery  of  grey  cloud,  and  the  wind 
was  small  and  about  nortU-west. 

I  looked  south  for  the  Island  of  St.  Paul ;  it  was 
invisible  from  the  altitude  of  our  deck,  though  I  dare- 
say on  a  fine,  clear  day  it  may  be  seen  from  the  top  of 
Amsterdam  Island. 

"  Vere  vhas  the  landing-places,  I  fonders,"  said 
Bol. 

I  fetched  the  glass  and  carefuUy  covered  as  much 
of  the  island  as  our  bearings  commanded.  AMiilst  I 
knelt  I  felt  a  hand  upon  my  shoulder. 

"  Que  tiempo  hace  ? "  inquired  the  Lady  Aurora 
in  a  cool,  collected  A^oice,  looking  down  into  my  face. 

I  answered  in  Spanish  that  the  weather  was  fine 
and  promised  to  keep  so. 

"  God  morning,  Mr.  Bol,"  said  she. 

"  Goodt  morning,  marm.  I  hope  you  vhas  veil  dis 
morning  ?  Dot  vhas  der  island  at  last.  She  vhas 
a  Doytchman's  discovery.  I  likes  to  tink  of  der 
Doytchers  aU  der  vay  dow^i  here." 

The  Lady  Aurora  made  no  reply,  probably  not 
having  understood  a  syllable  of  Bol's  speech.    I  put  the 
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telescope  into  the  Dutchman's  hand  and  bade  him 
look  for  himself.  The  lady  arched  her  brows  at  the 
island,  and  glanced  interrogatively  round  the  sea, 
hxing  her  eyes  upon  me  with  a  look  full  of  meaning. 
I  faintly  inclined  my  head.  Often  had  I  read  her 
meaning  in  her  face  when  I  had  failed  to  grasp  her 
words,  so  facile  and  fluent  was  the  eloquence  of  her 
looks. 

All  the  crew  save  Hals  and  Jimmy  were  collected 
on  the  forecastle-head  staring  at  the  island.  The 
caboose  chimney  was  smoking,  and  Hals'  head  fre- 
quently showed  in  the  caboose  doorway  whilst  he  took 
a  view  of  the  land.  Galen  constantly  pointed  and 
talked  much,  and  was  the  centre  of  a  little  crowd. 
Bol  stood  up  and  said  he  could  see  no  signs  of  a 
landing-place. 

"  There'll  be  one  on  the  eastern  side,  I  daresay," 
said  I.  "  You're  bound  to  have  a  landing  place  some- 
where. I  wish  I  had  a  chart  of  the  island.  The  last 
survey  I  remember  was  D'Entrecasteaux'.  It  is  enough, 
of  such  an  island  as  this,  to  know  that  it  exists.  Look 
at  it ! " 

The  sun  was  hanging  over  it  now ;  its  light  re- 
vealed many  slopes  of  the  land  falhng  to  the  preci- 
pitous edge  of  the  chfts.  A  most  horribly  barren  rock 
did  it  seem — desolate  beyond  the  dreams  of  the  wildest 
fancy  of  an  uninhabited  island.  There  may  have 
been  some  sort  of  growth  on  top  ;  I  know  not ;  I  saw 
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no  verdure.  All  was  cold,  naked,  iron-hard  cliti', 
swelling  centrally  into  a  prodigious  summit,  aroimd 
which  even  as  I  watched  dense  white  masses  of  mist 
were  beginning  to  form  and  crawl,  reminding  me  of 
the  magnificent  growth  and  fall  of  lace-like  vapour  on 
Table  Mountain — the  fairest  and  most  marvellous  of 
all  the  airy  sights  of  the  world  when  viewed  by  moon- 
light. 

I  hauled  the  brig  in  to  within  a  mile  of  the  land, 
then  observing  discoloured  water  I  ordered  a  cast  of 
the  hand-lead  to  be  taken ;  no  bottom  was  reached. 
We  shifted  the  helm,  trimmed  sail,  and  stood  about 
south-east,  rounding  the  point  which  I  have  since 
ascertained  is  called  Ylaming  Head,  so  named  after 
the  Dutch  navigator  who  was  off  this  island  in  1696. 
Here  we  found  fifty  fathoms  of  water  and  black  sand 
for  a  bottom.  The  rollers  broke  very  furiously  against 
the  base  of  Ylaming  Head.  Foam  was  heaped  in  a 
vast  cloud  there  as  though  the  sea  was  kept  boiling 
by  a  great  volcanic  flame  just  beneath. 

We  trimmed  sail  afresh  and  steered  north-east. 
The  land  rose  black  and  horribly  desolate;  but  the 
swell  being  from  the  west  the  sea  was  smooth,  and 
the  tremble  of  surf  small  along  the  whole  range  this 
side.  All  this  while  we  eagerly  gazed  at  the  coast  in 
search  of  a  landing-place — of  any  platform  of  sand 
and  split  of  cliff  by  which  the  inland  heights  might 
be  gained.     Bol's  round  face  grew  long,  and  he  swore 
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often  in  Dutch.  Many  of  the  men  came  aft  to  be 
withm  talkmg  distance  of  the  quarter-deck,  and 
hoarsely -uttered  remarks  and  oaths  fell  from  them  as 
they  gazed  at  the  precipitous  front  of  the  island,  and 
beheld  no  spot  to  land  on. 

The  wind  was  scarcely  more  than  a  hght  draught 
of  air  o^\ing  to  the  interposition  of  the  land ;  it  was 
otf  the  bow,  too,  by  this  time,  and  we  were  braced  up 
shai-p  to  it.  I  told  Bol  to  send  the  crew  to  breakfast 
whilst  the  brig  made  a  board  into  the  north-east  to 
enable  her  to  fetch  the  northern  parts  of  the  island, 
where  now  lay  our  only  chance  of  finding  a  landing- 
place.  Impatience  worked  Hke  madness  in  me,  and 
no  man  of  all  our  ship's  company  could  have  been 
wilder  to  behold  a  landing-place  than  I. 

The  breeze  slightly  freshened  as  we  stood  off  from 
the  island.  I  put  the  brig  into  the  hands  of  Galen, 
and  went  below  to  get  some  breakfast.  Miss  Aurora 
and  I  conversed  in  subdued  voices  ;  she  ate  Httle,  and 
was  pale,  but  I  saw  courage  in  her  mouth  and  eyes. 
Whilst  Jimmy  waited  I  told  him  that  if  we  found  a 
landing-place  our  business  might  be  settled  before 
sundoAvn.  "  Before  sundo^^m,"  said  I  to  hun,  "  we 
may,  but  I  don't  say  we  shall,  be  sailing  along,  the 
island  astern,  old  England  before  us,  and  a  handsome 
promise  of  dollars  for  you,  my  lad,  when  we  arrive. 
Are  ye  all  there  ? " 

"  All  there,  master,"  said  he,  feeling  his  wrist. 
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"  You've  gone  through  your  lesson  o'er  and  o'er 
again  ? " 

"  O'er  and  o'er,  master." 

"  This  job'll  make  a  line  man  of  you.  You  shall 
knock  off  the  sea  and  choose  a  calling  ashore.  AMiat 
would  you  be  ?  Oh,  but  don't  think  of  that  yet. 
Have  nothing  in  3^our  mind  but  this,"  said  I,  holding 
up  my  hand  and  twisting  it  as  though  I  screwed 
a  man  by  the  throat.  "  Afterwards  turn  to  and 
whistle  and  dance  till  you  give  in." 

His  grin  was  deep  and  prolonged.  The  feeling 
that  he  was  now  being  enormously  trusted  by  me 
bred  a  sort  of  manliness  in  him.  Methought  he  was 
a  little  less  of  a  fool  than  he  used  to  be  ;  his  gaze  had 
gathered  something  of  steadfastness,  his  grin  some- 
thing of  intelligence. 

When  our  stretch  had  brought  the  northern  point 
of  the  island  abeam,  we  put  the  brig  about  and 
headed  for  the  island  on  the  starboard  tack ;  and  now 
after  we  had  been  sailing  for  some  time  the  telescope 
gave  me  a  sight  of  what  we  were  all  on  the  look-out 
for.  The  northern  point  of  the  island  sloped  to  the 
edge  of  the  sea  in  perhaps  half  a  mile's  length  of  surf- 
washed  margin.  The  surf  Avas  but  a  delicate  tremble. 
The  climb  to  the  height  was  steep  ;  but  fair  in  the 
lenses  lay  the  half-mile  of  landing-place,  whether  sand 
or  beach  or  rock  I  knew  not. 

"  Yonder 's  where  you'll  be  able   to   get  ashore," 
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I  cried,  thrusting  the  telescope  into  Yan  Bol's 
hands. 

"  What  d'ye  see  ? "  bawled  Teach,  who  overhung 
the  bulwark  rail. 

"  A  landing-place,  my  ladts,  und  she  vhas  all 
right,"  thundered  Bol  with  his  eye  at  the  telescope. 

"  Anything  alive  ashore  ? "  cried  Teach. 

"  All  vhas  uninhabited,"  answered  Bol. 

"  Ne'er  a  hut  ?  "  shouted  Teach, 

"  Yhas  dot  uninhabited,  you  tonkey  ?  Dere  vhas 
no  shtir.  Dot 'vhas  der  country  for  my  dollars  until 
by  um  bye.     Hurrah  !  " 

He  rose  slowly  and  heavily  from  his  posture  of 
leaning  and  put  the  glass  down.  I  took  another  long 
look  at  the  island  we  were  approaching.  There  was 
majesty  in  its  loneliness ;  there  was  majesty  in  the 
altitude  its  dark  terraces  and  inland  heio'hts  rose  to. 

o 

A  crown  of  cloud  was  upon  the  brow  of  its  central 
height,  and  the  sunshine  whitened  into  silver  that 
similitude  of  regal  right — as  real  and  lasting,  for  all 
its  being  vapour,  as  any  earthly  crown  of  gold  ! 

"  There's  your  island,  and  there's  your  landing- 
place,"  said  I,  thrusting  my  hands  into  my  pockets. 
"  ^^^aat's  the  next  stroke,  Yan  Bol  ? " 

"  Yhat  vhas  der  soundings  here  ? "  he  answered, 
going  to  the  side  and  looking  down. 

"  What  do  you  want  with  the  soundings  ?  " 

"  Shall  you  not  pring  oop  ?  " 
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"  No,  by  thunder  ! "  I  cried.  "  What  ?  Bring  up 
off  that  island  with  four  men  and  a  boy  to  man  the 
capstan  should  it  come  on  to  blow  a  hurricane  on  a 
sudden  out  of  the  eastwards  there,  putting  that  black 
coast  dead  under  our  lee  ?  No,  by  thunder  !  If  Ave 
are  to  bring  up  I'll  go  ashore  with  you  :  I'll  not  stay 
with  the  brig  ;  I'll  not  risk  my  Hfe.  Oh,  yes  !  It  will 
kill  the  time  to  hunt  for  the  dollars  at  low  water  after 
the  brig's  stranded  and  gone  to  pieces,  eh  ?  Bring 
up  ?  "  I  continued,  shouting  out  that  all  the  men  might 
hear  me ;  "  send  plenty  of  victuals  ashore  if  that's 
your  intention.  I'm  no  man-eater ;  and  what  but 
Dutch  and  English  flesh  will  there  be  to  eat  if  it 
comes  to  anchoring  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Fielding  knows  what  he's  talking  about," 
sung  out  Teach ;  "  I'm  to  stay  aboard  for  one,  and  I 
guess  he's  right.  No  good  to  talk  of  slipping  if  it 
comes  on  to  blow  ;  we  aren't  flush  of  anchors,  and  the 
end  of  this  here  traverse  is  a  blooming  long  way  off" 
yet." 

"  How  vhas  she  to  be  ?  "  cried  Bol,  looking  round 
the  sea. 

"  How  was  she  to  be  ?  "  I  exclaimed.  "  Why 
heave  to  under  topsails  and  a  topgallantsail." 

"  Suppose  she  cooms  on  to  blow  und  ve  vhas  still 
ashore  ? " 

"  Well  ? " 

"  Yell,  der  vetter  obHges  you  to  roon,   und  you 
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lose  sio-llt  of  der  island  und  us.  How  vhas  dot,  niit 
noting  to  eat  ashore,  iind  der  vetter  tick  und  beastly 
for  dree  veeks,  say  ?  " 

"  Look  here,  Bol,"  said  I,  speaking  loudly,  "  you 
are  wastinof  valuable  time  in  talkino^  damned  nonsense. 
You're  all  for  supposing.  /  choose  to  suppose  because 
I  am  to  be  left  in  charge  of  this  brig,  frightfully 
short-handed,  and  don't  mean  to  depend  upon  her 
ground  tackle.  D'ye  understand  me  ? "  He  gave 
one  of  his  immensely  heavy  nods.  "  But  yoit — there 
are  always  chances  and  risks  in  a  job  of  this  sort,  and 
recollect  'tis  your  own  bringing  about — 'twas  you  and 
Teach  yonder  who  contrived  it." 

"  Yell  ?  "  he  thundered  impatiently. 

"  Get  your  boat  over  as  smartly  as  may  be  when 
the  time  arrives.  Load  her  with  as  much  silver  as 
you  may  think  proper  to  take  for  the  tirst  jaunt. 
Stow  a  piece  or  two  of  beef  and  some  barrels  of  bread 
— you  say  there  is  fresh  water  ashore  ?  " 

"  Blenty,"  said  the  Dutchman. 

"  You  can  bring  off  the  victuals  when  your  job's 
ended,"  said  L 

"  Mr.  Fielding,  3'ou're  right,"  said  Teach.  "  Yan, 
'tis  only  agin  the  chance  of  our  being  blowed  otf. 
If  that's  to  happen,  ye  must  have  enough  to  eat  till 
we  tarns  up  agin.  But  what's  that  chance  ? "  cried 
he,  with  a  stare  up  aloft  and  around.  "  If  the  fear 
o't's  to  stop  us,  good-nio-ht  to  the  burying  job." 

L 
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Bol  trudged  a  little  way  forward ;  the  men 
gathered  about  him  and  held  a  debate.  I  marched 
aft  with  my  hands  in  my  pockets  as  though  indifferent 
to  the  issue  of  their  council,  having  made  up  my 
mind.  But  for  all  that  it  was  a  time  of  mortal 
anxiety  with  me. 

After  ten  minutes  Bol  came  aft  and  told  me  that 
the  crew  were  agreed  the  brig  should  be  hove  to. 
There  was  no  anchor  at  the  bow,  and  precious  time 
would  be  wasted  in  making  ready  the  ground  tackle. 
Xext,  we  should  have  to  haul  in  close  to  the  land  to 
find  anchorage,  and  the  crew  were  of  my  opinion 
that  the  brig  was  a  perished  thing  with  such  a  coast 
as  that  close  aboard  under  her  lee,  should  it  come  on 
to  blow  a  hard  inshore  wind. 

"  Und  besides,"  he  continued,  "  ve  doan  take  no 
silver  mit  us  to-day.  Our  beesiness  vhas  to  explore. 
Ye  take  provisions  und  shovels,  und  der  like,  vhen 
ve  goes  ashore  now,  und  ve  begins  to  dig  if  ve  findts 
a  place  dot  all  vhas  agreed  vhas  a  goodt  place  for 
hiding  der  money." 

"  Then  turn  to  and  get  all  ready  with  the  boat," 
said  I :  "  we  shall  be  in  with  the  land  close  enough 
in  a  few  minutes.  I  want  a  mile  and  a  half  of  offing 
— nothing  less — otherwise  I  go  ashore  in  the  boat 
and  you  stop  here." 

"  Hov  your  way,  sir ;  hov  your  way,"  he  rumbled 
in   his   deepest   voice.      "  Vhat   should   I   do    here  ? 
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Soopose  ye  vhas  blowed  away  out  of  sight  of  der 
island  :  how  vhas  I  to  iindt  her  ?  " 

Saying  this  he  left  me,  and  in  a  few  minutes  all 
hands  were  in  motion.  I  stopped  them  in  the  middle 
of  their  labours  over  the  boat  to  bring  the  brig  to  a 
stand.  We  laid  the  main  topsail  aback,  and  since  it 
was  now  certain  that  I  should  not  be  able  to  put  my 
scheme  into  execution  that  day,  I  ordered  them  to 
reduce  the  ship  to  very  easy  canvas ;  the  mainsail 
was  furled,  the  forecourse  hauled  up,  the  trysail 
brailed  up,  and  other  sails  were  taken  in,  one  or  two 
furled,  and  one  or  two  left  to  hang.  The  fellows  then 
got  the  longboat  over.  They  swayed  her  out  b)' 
tackles,  and  w^hen  she  was  afloat  and  alongside  they 
lowered  some  casks  of  beef  and  pork  and  some  barrels 
of  bread  and  flour  into  her.  We  were  handsomely 
stocked  with  provisions,  and  I  foresaw  the  loss  of 
those  tierces  and  barrels  without  concern. 

The  senorita  came  to  my  side,  and  we  stood  to- 
gether at  the  rail,  looking  do^\Ti  into  the  boat  and 
watching  the  proceedings  of  the  men.  It  was  a  very 
tine  day ;  the  hour  about  one.  The  island  lay  in  lofty 
masses  of  dark  rock  within  two  miles  of  us,  bearing  a 
little  to  the  southward  of  east.  The  gi-eat  heap  of 
land  filled  the  sea  that  way.  The  searching  light  of 
the  sun  revealed  nothing  that  stirred.  I  saw  not  even 
a  bird  ;  but  that  might  have  been  because  the  sea- 
fowl  of  the  island  were  too  distant  for  my  sight.  An 
L  2 
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awful  bit  of  ocean  solitude  is  Amsterdam  Island.  The 
sight  of  it,  the  reality  of  it,  makes  shallow  the  bottom 
of  the  deepest  of  your  imaginations  of  loneliness.  The 
roar  of  the  surf,  at  points  where  the  flash  of  it  was 
tierce,  came  along  in  a  note  of  cannonading.  You'd 
have  thought  there  were  troops  firing  heavy  guns 
t'other  side  the  island. 

The  men  threw  the  fore-peak  shovels  into  the 
boat,  along  with  crow-bars,  carpenter's  tools,  and 
whatever  else  they  could  find  that  was  good  to  dig 
with.  They  handed  dow^n  oars,  mast,  and  sail.  I 
particularly  noticed  the  sail.  It  was  a  big,  square 
lug  with  a  tall  hoist.  The  biggest  galley-punts  in 
the  Dow^ns  carry  such  sails.  The  fellows  lighted 
their  pipes  to  a  man.  They  grinned  and  joked  and 
put  on  holiday  looks.  It  was  a  jaunt — a  fine  change 
— a  jolly  run  ashore  for  the  rogues  after  our  pro- 
digious term  of  imprisonment.  Besides,  every  man 
possessed  a  great  fortune  !  every  man  might  reckon 
himself  up  in  thousands  of  dollars  !  I  could  not 
Avonder  that  they  grinned  and  wore  a  jolly  air. 

The  following  men  entered  the  boat : — John  Wirtz, 
William  Galen,  Frank  Hals,  John  Friend,  William 
Street,  and,  lastly,  Yan  Bol.  Hals,  as  you  know,  was 
the  cook.  They  took  him,  nevertheless — perhaps 
because  he  was  suspicious,  and  wished  to  see  for 
himself  where  the  pit  was  dug ;  perhaps  because  he 
was  an  immensely  strong  man — short,  vast  of  breech. 
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of  weight  to  sink,  with  his  foot,  a  shovel  through 
granite.  And  the  following  men  were  left  behind  to 
help  me  to  control  the  brig: — James  Meehan,  Isaac 
Travers,  Henry  Call,  Jim  Yinten,  and  Thomas  Teach. 

The  men  m  the  boat  shoved  off,  hoistino^  the  bii>- 
lug  as  they  did  so.  The  devils  sent  up  a  cheer,  and 
Bol  flourished  his  hair  cap  at  me  and  the  lady.  I 
returned  the  salute  with  a  cordial  wave  of  the  hand, 
and  the  lady  bowed.  They  hauled  the  sheet  of  the 
lug  flat  aft,  that  the  boat  might  look  a  little  to  wind- 
ward of  the  landing-place,  where,  so  far  as  I  could 
distinguish,  there  was  a  sort  of  split,  or  ravine,  which 
would  provide  easy  access  to  the  inland  heights  and 
flats.  .  I  watched  the  boat's  progress  through  the 
water  with  keen  interest  and  anxiety.  Flattened  in 
as  the  sheet  was,  the  little  fabric  swam  briskly.  The 
wind  was  small,  yet  the  boat  drove  a  pretty  ripple 
from  either  bow  and  towed  some  fathoms  of  wake 
astern  of  her. 

"  We'll  chance  it  all  the  same  !  "  thoug-ht  I,  settino- 
my  teeth. 


CHAPTER     XXX. 

MY    SCHEME, 

I  WATCHED  the  boat  until  she  entered  the  tremble  of 
surf.  'Twas  a  mere  silver  fringe  of  surf,  so  quiet  was 
the  water  on  this,  the  lee  side  of  the  island.  The  sail 
of  the  boat  shone  in  that  slender  edge  of  whiteness 
like  a  snow-flake;  then  vanished  on  a  sudden.  I 
looked  through  the  glass,  and  saw  the  men  on  either 
gunwale  of  the  boat  running  her  up  the  beach  clear 
of  the  wash. 

I  was  so  provoked  by  that  sight,  that  I  was  mad 
then  and  there  to  start  on  my  scheme  of  escape.  The 
resolution  seized  me  like  a  fit  of  fever,  and  the  blood 
surged  through  me  in  a  flood  of  fire.  I  went  to  the 
lee  side  of  the  deck  to  conceal  my  face.  In  a  few 
minutes  I  had  reconsidered  my  resolution  and  was 
determined  to  wait.  For,  first,  the  afternoon  was 
advancing  ;  the  boat  was  not  likely  to  stay  long  ashore  ; 
her  sail  might  be  showing  out  on  the  blue  water  under 
the  dark  height  of  cliffs  ere  I  was  half  through  with 
what  lay  before  me.     Next,  the  wind  was  very  scant  ; 
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it  was  scarce  a  four-knot  air  of  wind,  though  the  brig 
should  be  able  to  spread  the  canvas  of  a  Royal  George 
to  the  olf-shore  draught.  There  was  nothing,  then,  to 
be  done  but  wait  ;  to  pray  for  a  continuance  of  tine 
weather  and  a  little  more  wind. 

The  brig  lay  very  quiet.  The  SAvell  of  the  sea  ran 
softly,  and  the  hush  that  was  upon  the  island — such  a 
hush  as  Avas  on  the  face  of  the  earth  when  it  was  first 
created — was  spread,  like  something  sensible,  through- 
out the  atmosphere  ;  and  this  silence  of  desolation 
was  upon  the  breast  of  the  sea.  I  kept  the  deck 
throughout  the  afternoon,  often  looking  at  the  landing- 
place.  The  boat  lay  high  and  dry,  watched  by  a  single 
figure  ;  the  others  were  gone  inland.  They  had  sailed 
away  without  firearms — an  oversight,  I  reckon ;  or 
they  might  have  asked  of  one  another,  "  What  Avas 
the  good  of  going  aniied  to  a  desolate  island  ?  "  Yet 
I  had  a  sort  of  s}Tnpathy  for  that  lonely  figure  down 
by  the  boat  when  I  thought  of  him  as  unarmed.  Fright- 
fully lonesome  he  looked,  with  the  great  face  of  the 
clifi'  hanging  high  up  behmd  him  and  spreading  away, 
huge  and  sullen,  on  either  hand.  I  guess,  had  I  been 
that  man,  I  should  have  yearned  for  a  loaded  musket. 
Crusoe  carried  two,  and  went  the  easier  for  the 
burthen. 

The  sun  would  set  behind  the  island.  It  was  sink- 
ing that  way  when  I  spied  the  sail  of  the  boat.  The 
men  had  their  oars  over,  and  she  came  along  pretty 
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fast.  I  calculated  her  speed,  and  cursed  it.  She 
drew  alongside,  some  of  the  men  halloaing  answers  to 
questions  bawled  to  them  by  Teach  and  the  others, 
who  were  on  the  forecastle.  Bol  scrambled  up,  and, 
shouting  for  all  hands  to  get  the  boat  inboard  and 
stowed  for  the  night,  he  stepped  up  to  me,  Avho  was 
standing  aft  wdth  Miss  Aurora,  Call  being  at  the  wheel. 

"  She  vhas  all  right,"  said  he,  thick  of  voice  Avith 
fatio'ue. 

''  What  was  all  right  ?  " 

"  Veil,  first  of  all,  she  vhas  der  prettiest  leedle 
islandt  in  der  whole  worldt  for  hiding  money  in.  Ye 
looked  about  us — all  vhas  still.  Dere  vhas  birdts  in 
der  air,  und  dot  vhas  all,  und  dey  vhas  still  too. 
Dere  vhas  no  sign  of  man  ever  having  lanted  upon 
dot  island.  Mr.  Fielding,  she  vhas  still  undis- 
covered." 

"  Did  you  find  any  fresh  Avater  ?  " 

"  Blenty.     Sweet  und  coldt." 

"  Have  3^ou  dug  your  pit  ?  " 

"  Donnerwetter,  no  !  Dot  vhas  to  take  a  morning. 
Der  ground  vhas  hard  like  dis."  He  stamped  his 
foot.  "  Dere  vhas  no  caves :  ve  look  for  a  hole 
und  dere  vhas  nothing  so  big  ash  a  monkey  might 
hide  in." 

"  Have  you  stowed  the  provisions  securely 
away  ? " 

"  Dot   vhas   all   right,   Mr.   Fielding.      Every  ting 
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vhas  ready  for  der  mommg/'  He  cast  his  gaze  round 
upon  the  sky. 

"  Have  you  found  a  place  for  the  burial  ot  the 
money  ? " 

"  Yaw,  a  foorst-rate  place,"  he  answered,  with  a 
glance  at  the  island.  "  Shtop  till  der  shob  is  over, 
den  you  und  Teach  und  der  odders  dot  stays  mit 
you  goes  ashore  und  you  take  der  bearings  of  der 
place  for  yourself" 

"  I'U  do  that.     It's  fair,  Bol." 

"  She  vhas  fair,"  he  answered.  "  If  you  vhas 
villing,  marm,"  he  continued,  addressing  Miss  Aurora, 
"  you  shall  go  mit  us  likewise.  Dere  vhas  noting  so 
goodt  for  man,  fimmin  und  beast  as  a  leedle  run 
ashore  after  monts  of  board  ship." 

She  did  not  understand  him.  I  explained,  giving 
her  a  look :  she  addressed  me  in  Spanish  and  Eng- 
lish. 

"  The  lady  will  be  glad  to  go  ashore,  and  looks 
forward  to  it,"  said  I. 

Nothing  more  was  said.  The  huge  bulk  of  the 
man  seemed  wearied  out  to  the  heels  of  his  feet :  and 
indeed  the  straining  and  climbing  involved  in  the 
ascent  of  those  inland  steeps  must  have  sorely  tested 
the  muscle  and  bones  Avhose  load  was  Bol's  fat.  He 
went  forward  and  sat  down.  The  men  had  swayed 
the  longboat  inboard,  had  chocked  her,  and  were 
now  shipping  the  gangway  and  clearing  up. 
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I  considered  a  little  and  then  resolved  to  let  the 
brig  lie  as  she  was.  We  had  a  full  two-mile  offing, 
which  was  enough  with  a  short  lee-shore  to  deal  with 
in  case  of  a  heavy,  sudden,  inshore  gale. 

The  sun  went  down  behind  the  island  as  it  had 
risen  behind  the  island  to  our  gaze  when  coming  from 
the  east.  The  western  sky  was  a  sheet  of  red  splen- 
dour, and  the  island  stood  in  a  deep  purple  against  it 
until  the  light  went  out  of  the  heavens,  when  the  land 
floated  in  shadow  upon  the  dusk  like  a  vast  thick 
smoke  hovering.  Never  a  light  kindled  by  mortal 
there  !  The  whole  mighty  spirit  of  the  great  ocean 
solitude  was  in  that  shadow.  A  few  clouds  hung 
high,  and  the  stars  were  bright,  with  a  merry  fair- 
weather  twinkling  amongst  them  that  made  me  hope- 
ful of  clear  skies  and  brisk  winds. 

The  night  passed  quickly.  I  lay  upon  the  cabin 
locker,  fully  dressed,  and  was  up  and  down  every 
hour.  The  air  was  soft  and  mild,  for  Amsterdam 
Island  lies  upon  the  pleasantest  parallel  in  the  world, 
where  the  atmosphere  is  sweet  and  dry,  where  it  is 
never  too  hot,  though  at  night-time  it  ma}^  be  some- 
times cold,  and  the  wonder  is  that  you  should  find 
such  hideous  barrenness  and  nakedness  as  you  observe 
in  this  island  in  the  most  temperate,  cheerful,  and 
fruitful  of  climates. 

Miss  Aurora  retired  early  at  my  request.  I  was 
afraid  of  her  on  the  eve  of  such  a  day  as  to-morrow 
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might  prove.  She  was  a  Httle  heedless  in  her  ques- 
tions, talked  somewhat  loud  as  the  foreigner  will  Avhen 
he  discourses  in  our  tongue,  and  to  provide  against  all 
risks  of  our  betra3*ing  ourselves  by  sitting  in  company 
below,  or  walking  the  deck  together,  I  told  her  to  go 
to  bed. 

At  midnight  Bol  relieved  Galen.  I  walked  with 
Bol  awhile,  and  all  our  talk  was  about  the  island,  the 
depth  at  which  the  money  should  be  buried,  the  mark 
that  was  to  denote  the  treasure,  and  so  forth.  He 
wanted  to  know  if  money  was  to  be  injured  by  lying 
in  the  earth  :  I  answered  that  the  metal  out  of  which 
money  was  made  came  from  the  earth.  What  would 
be  a  good  mark  to  set  up  /  I  told  him  he  was  a 
carpenter  and  ought  to  know  ;  but  I  advised  him  not 
to  bury  the  money  so  carefully  that  we  should  never 
afterwards  be  able  to  find  out  w^here  it  lay  hid.  He 
said  it  would  not  do  to  erect  a  cross  or  any  sign  that 
indicated  human  handiwork  lest  men  should  land 
after  we  had  left  the  island,  and  guessing  at  the 
meaning  of  the  mark,  fall  a-diggmg.  The  place  they 
had  settled  on  he  informed  me  was  at  the  foot  of  a 
peculiar  rise  of  land  of  a  \ery  strange  shape.  He 
described  this  rise  of  land  and  its  appearance  seemed 
to  be  that  of  the  head  of  a  cat.  Once  beheld  it  could 
never  be  forgotten.  It  was  the  wish  of  the  men,  how- 
ever, when  the  money  was  buried,  and  I  went  on  shore 
to  view  the  spot  and  take  its  correct  bearings  from 
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different  points  of  the  island,  that  I  should  make  a 
sketch  in  black  and  white  of  the  peculiarly-shaped 
rise  of  land  or  little  hill :  this  would  be  copied  and 
each  man  hold  a  drawing  of  the  hill  for  himself  with 
all  particulars  written  underneath. 

"  I'll  do  whatever  is  reasonable  and  right  ? "  said  I. 

"  Dere  vhas  two  ton  belonging  to  you, Mr.  Fielding." 

"  I  don't  forget." 

In  this  walk  we  settled  the  next  day's  proceedings. 
I  advised  Yan  Bol  to  take  three  tons  of  silver  with 
him  ashore  w^hen  he  started  early  in  the  morning 
with  his  digging  party. 

"  Shall  ve  not  dig  der  pit  first  ?  " 

"  Yaw,  but  also  take  a  portion  of  your  cargo  with 
you.  The  boat's  capacity  of  five  tons  was  right 
enough  for  Captain  Greaves's  island ;  but  here  a 
roller  may  catch  and  capsize  you  even  as  you're  going 
ashore,  unless  you  show  the  best  height  of  side  you 
can  manage.  Three  tons  a  trip  won't  hurt — I'll  not 
advise  more." 

"  Yaw,  dot  vhas  right.  I  himself  vhas  for  tree. 
But  vhy  take  der  silver  ashore  before  der  pit  vhas 

dig?" 

"  To  save  time.  Then  with  three  tons  you'll  have 
boxes  and  chests  to  enable  you  to  gauge  the  depth 
and  space  you  require.  You  don't  want  to  dig  forty 
feet  when  ten  may  do." 

"  No,  by  Cott,  Mr.  Fielding,  nor  vould  you  if  you 
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only  shoost  knew  how  liardt  vhas  dot  land.  Veil, 
you  vhas  right.  A  leedle  at  a  time,  imd  ve  starts 
to-morrow  mit  a  leedle ;  und  vhen  der  pit  vhas 
dig  ve  comes  back  for  more." 

"  How  long  will  it  take  3'ou  to  dig  the  pit  ?  " 

"  Veil,  dot  vill  be  ash  she  shall  turn  out.  She 
may  mean  a  morning's  shob,  but  all  vhas  right  und 
safe,  I  hope,  before  der  sun  vhas  sunk." 

I  went  below  and  slept  for  an  hour.  The  men  got 
their  breakfast  early.  Hals  lighted  the  caboose  fire 
before  the  sun  was  up,  and  the  hands  breakfasted 
when  the  east  was  still  rosy  with  the  dawn  into  which 
the  sun  had  sprung  in  glory.  I  say  in  glory,  for  it 
was  a  very  perfect  morning,  the  sky  of  a  deep  blue, 
and  the  sea  of  a  silver  azure  with  the  sunlight  upon 
it.  The  breeze  was  light  out  of  the  north ;  but,  if 
it  held,  it  fanned  with  weight  enough  to  serve  my 
turn. 

The  men  got  the  boats  over  as  on  the  previous 
day.  Yan  Bol  rolled  up  to  me,  who  had  come  on 
deck  long  before  sunrise,  and  said,  "  Mr.  Fielding,  how 
many  cases  vhas  dere  in  tree  tons  ? " 

"  About  twenty,"  said  I,  "  they  won't  all  run  alike 
in  size.  If  they  were  all  alike  of  course  there'd  be 
thirty." 

"  Veil,  ve  takes  twenty." 

"  Yes,  a  little  at  a  time,  if  you  please.  Two  tons 
are  mine.     If  you  capsize,  who  bears  the  loss  ?  " 
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"  Dere  vhas  no  capsize,"  said  "he.  "  Look  wliat  a 
beautiful  day  she  vhas  !  Und  how  many  dollars,  Mr, 
Fielding,  vhas  dere  in  tree  ton  ?  " 

"  One  hundred  and  ten  t.iousand  dollars." 

He  rounded  his  little  eyes  and  smacked  his  huge 
lips,  and  could  find  no  more  to  say  than,  "  Veil,  veil !" 

He  and  Galen  and  three  or  four  others  shortly 
afterwards  went  below  and  got  into  the  lazarette, 
whence  they  handed  out  twenty  cases  of  the  silver. 
I  feigned  a  prodigious  interest,  roaring  out  to  the 
fellows  in  the  boat,  as  I  hung  over  the  rail,  to  trim 
more  by  the  head,  to  trim  more  by  the  stern,  to  keep 
the  stuff  amidships  for  the  sake  of  stability ;  and 
then  I  bid  Teach  observe  that  three  tons  were  to  the 
full  as  much  as  should  go  per  trip ;  "  for,"  says  I, 
"  look  well,  and  you'll  find  her  a  ton  deeper  than,  in 
my  opinion,  her  safety  allows.  But  what  are  Ave 
sending  ashore  ?  Is  it  Thames  ballast  ?  Or  is  it 
something  more  precious  than  all  your  eyeballs  put 
together  ?  I'll  have  my  two  tons  go  alone.  No  other 
man's  ton  shall  go  along  with  mine,"  and  so  I  went 
on  shoutmg 

All  being  ready  the  crew  of  the  boat  entered  her. 
They  were  the  same  as  on  the  preceding  day.  I 
regretted  this,  for  I  had  hoped  that  Teach  or  Travers 
or  Meehan — Call  I  did  not  fear — would  have  taken 
the  place  of  Friend,  who,  as  you  know,  was  the  mildest 
man  of  the  whole  bunch  of  rogues ;  but  I  kept  my 
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mouth  shut ;  I  durst  make  no  suggestion  that  way. 
"We  are  all  good  men,  the  fellows  Avould  have  said  ; 
what  reason  has  he  in  wishing  Friend  to  remain  ? 

Call  was  at  the  wheel.  I  sung  out  to  Meehan  to 
lay  aft  and  loose  the  trysail,  adding,  that  the  others 
might  hear  me,  that  the  brig  wanted  more  after-sail 
to  keep  her  head  to.  The  three  men  lay  aft,  and  in 
a  few  minutes  the  sail  was  set. 

In  this  time  the  longboat  was  slipping  through 
the  water  towards  the  land.  When  the  tr^^sail  was 
set  I  asked  Meehan,  who  claimed  to  be  a  bit  of  a 
cook  in  his  way,  to  boil  me  a  pot  of  cocoa ;  I  had 
been  up  all  night,  I  said,  and  had  breakfasted  ill  (the 
girl  and  I  had  not  breakfasted  at  all).  Travers  and 
Teach  went  on  to  the  forecastle ;  I  watched  them 
light  their  pipes,  coming  to  the  galley  for  a  light,  and 
returning  to  the  forecastle  :  they  leaned  upon  the  rail 
in  the  head,  and  watched  the  boat. 

"  I  shall  be  wanting  a  word  with  Teach  below 
shortly,"  said  I  to  Call ;  "  does  he  know  the  Sydney 
coast  ?  I'd  like  him  to  hit  upon  a  spot  for  casting 
this  brig  away — something  to  keep  in  mind.  There's 
no  chart  aboard  that's  going  to  help  me  in  that 
job.  Keep  a  look-out.  Don't  leave  the  wheel,  and 
mind  you  hallo  if  I'm  wanted." 

I  entered  the  cabin,  and  found  the  Lady  Aurora 
standing  at  the  table,  and  the  lad  Jimmy  near  the 
door  of  my  berth. 
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"  The  hour  has  come,"  said  I,  feeHng  myself  grown 
pale  on  a  sudden,  "  and  the  man's  at  hand.  How  is 
it  with  you  ?  " 

I  gently  grasped  her  Avrist  and  looked  at  her. 

"  Only  be  quick,  Seiior  Fielding.  It  is  this  wait- 
ing and  w^aiting  that  tries  the  nerves,"  she  answered 
in  effect. 

"  How  is  it  with  you,  Jimmy  ?  " 

"  I'm  ready,  master." 

"  A^Tiere's  the  bag  ?  "  said  I  to  the  senorita. 

"  It's  there,"  said  she,  pointing  to  a  locker. 

"  Sit  upon  it,  for  I  am  about  to  send." 

I  entered  my  berth  and  brought  out  a  chart  of  the 
continent  of  New  Holland.  I  carried  it  to  the  table 
on  the  same  side  on  which  the  lady  had  seated  her- 
self, and  spread  it,  putting,  as  I  Avell  remember,  a 
metal  mug  at  each  corner  to  keep  the  curled  sheet 
flat.  I  then  stepped  to  a  scuttle  and  peered  through 
it,  and  descried  the  sail  of  the  boat  close  in  with  the 
island.  I  turned  to  the  table  again  and  called  to 
Jimmy. 

"  Go  now  and  send  Teach  here,"  and  when  he  was 
gone  I  overhung  the  chart  in  a  posture  of  anxious 
scrutiny ;  though  in  this  while  I  several  times  glanced 
at  the  Lady  Aurora,  who  was  sitting  just  behind  me, 
and  observed  that  she  sat  very  still,  her  face  as  com- 
posed as  at  any  time  since  I  had  known  her,  her  eyes 
bent   upon   a   book   which  she  had  taken  from  the 
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table  before  sitting.  The  motion  of  the  brig  was 
gentle  ;  the  cabin  warm,  almost  hot ;  a  little  while 
before  I  descended  I  had  looked  through  the  sky- 
light at  Jimmy,  who  stood  beneath,  and  Ije  had 
quietly  closed  and  secured  the  frames. 

Teach  came  down,  and  behind  him  was  Jimm}^ 
He  descended  the  steps  without  the  least  manner  of 
suspicion.  He  wore  a  round  hat,  and  his  feet  were 
naked,  the  bottoms  of  his  trousers  being  turned  up 
midway  the  height  of  the  calves  of  his  legs.  I  bade 
him  uncover  in  the  presence  of  a  lady ;  he  asked 
pardon,  and  threw  his  hat  down  upon  the  deck. 

"  Here's  a  chart  of  New  Holland,"  said  I,  pointing 
to  it.  "  D'ye  know  anything  of  the  coast  down  Port 
Jackson  way  ? " 

"  No,  sir,"  said  he. 

"  Where's  this  brig  to  be  wrecked  ?  Come  you 
here."  He  came  to  my  side,  and  I  put  my  finger 
upon  the  line  that  denoted  the  coast  near  Port 
Jackson,  holding  my  left  hand  behind  me.  "All 
hereabouts  is  wild  ground,  I  reckon — and  if  the 
brig's  to  be  stranded,  the  spot  should  be  within  a 
comfortable  tramp  of  the  town  of  S^'dney,"  and  as  I 
pronounced  these  w^ords  I  motioned  with  my  left 
hand,  on  which,  as  SAviftly  as  you  fetch  a  breath,  the 
Lady  Aurora  whipped  a  big  bag,  thickened  for  the 
face  with  wadding,  over  the  head  of  Teach,  dragging 
it  down  to  his  shoulders  and  holding  it  there,  and  al] 
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as  nimbly  as  the  hangman  pulls  down  the  cap  over  the 
malefactor's  face.  In  the  same  mstant  of  her  dointr 
this  I  grasped  Teach  by  his  right  arm  and  Jimmy 
seized  him  by  his  left,  and  pulling  out  a  pair  of 
handcuffs  from  my  pocket  I  brought  the  fellow's 
wrists  together  and  manacled  him. 

His  first  struggles  were  furious :  but  how  should 
he  be  able  to  help  himself  in  the  grasp  of  two  men, 
each  of  whom  was  out  and  away  stronger  than  he  ? 
He  kicked  and  plunged  with  frantic  violence,  but  he 
could  utter  no  sound.  He  was  fairly  suffocated  by 
the  thickly-lined  bag  which  Miss  Aurora  had  whipped 
down  over  his  head. 

Not  an  instant  was  to  be  lost ;  moreover,  I  had  no 
intention  to  kill  the  man,  though  I  reckoned  by  the 
gathering  faintness  in  the  capers  he  cut  that  his 
senses  were  going.  Grasping  him  by  the  arms  Jimmy 
and  I  dragged  him  aft  and  thrust  him  into  a  spare 
berth  that  lay  between  mine  and  the  cabin  I  had 
occupied  in  Greaves's  time.  Miss  Aurora  followed  and 
handed  me  a  gag  of  her  own  manufacture.  I  pulled 
the  cap  off  the  man  and  found  him  nearly  gone ;  we 
sat  him  on  a  locker  with  his  back  against  the  ship's 
side  and  I  gagged  him,  taking  care  to  see  that  the 
nostrils  were  clear.  So  there  he  was,  gagged,  hand- 
cuffed, and  very  nearly  dead,  and  there  was 
nothing  to  fear  from  lihn  at  present. 

1  shut  the  door  of  the  berth  and  went  again  to  the 
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chart,  whilst  Miss  Aurora  sat  behind  me  upon  the  bag 
as  before.  I  shpped  a  second  pair  of  handcuffs  from 
my  left  into  my  right  pocket,  and  then  told  Jimmy 
to  send  Travers  below. 

"  If  he  asks  you  what  I  want,"  said  I,  "  answer  that 
Mr.  Fielding  and  Teach  are  talking  about  casting 
away  the  brig  and  looking  at  the  chart  of  Australia." 

In  a  few  moments  Travers  arrived.  He  was  closely 
followed  by  Jimmy.  He  descended  the  steps  without 
the  least  appearance  of  misgiving.  I  perceived,  how- 
ever, that  in  a  moment  he  began  to  roll  his  eyes 
about  for  Teach. 

"  D'ye  know  anything  of  the  coast  of  New  Hol- 
land, Travers  ? " 

"  Nothen,  sir." 

"Teach  and  I  have  been  talkinof  about  casting 
this  brig  away.  Teach'll  be  here  in  a  moment,"  said  I 
with  a  significant  sideways  motion  of  my  head  to- 
wards my  berth,  which  I  was  willing  the  fellow  should 
construe  as  he  pleased.  "  This  is  the  spot  which 
Teach  recommends,"  said  I,  putting  my  finger  upon 
the  chart.  "  Draw  near,  will  you.  You'U  understand 
nly  meaning  when  ^^our  eyes  are  on  the  drawing  of 
the  coast." 

He  came  at  once  to  my  side,  cap  in  hand.     I  bade 
him  observe  the  conformation  of  the  coast,  and  whilst 
I  spoke  I  made  a  motion  with  my  left  hand,  where- 
upon with  lightning  speed  the  cap  was  on  him  !     The 
Af  2 
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man  halloed  faintly  inside  :  'twas  like  a  voice  from  the 
height  of  a  tall  chimney  ;  then  Jimmy  and  I  bringing 
his  bra\vny  arms  together  I  slipped  the  handcuffs  on. 

He  was  a  more  powerfully-built  man  than  Teach, 
but  without  that  devil's  desperate  spirit.  He  ap- 
peared to  understand  what  we  meant  to  do,  felt  his 
helplessness,  and  after  a  brief  fierce  struggle  stood 
quiet.  We  ran  him,  silent  and  suffocating  in  his  bag, 
to  the  forward  cabin  on  the  larboard  side,  by  which 
time  he  Avas  nearly  spent  for  want  of  air,  so  that  when 
we  drew  the  bag  off  his  head  he  was  black  in  the  face. 
I  waited  a  few  minutes  till  he  rcxllied  somewhat,  then 
gagged  him  with  a  second  gag  of  Miss  Aurora's  manu- 
facture. We  next  pulled  off"  his  boots  to  provide 
asfainst  his  kickinof  at  the  door  and  threw  them  into 
the  cabin,  and  shutting  him  up  I  went  to  the  locker 
in  which  I  had  stored  my  borrowings  from  the  maga- 
zine, as  you  have  heard,  and  thrust  a  couple  of  loaded 
pistols  into  my  pocket. 

My  lady  Aurora  had  fallen  into  a  chair :  she  was 
deadly  white  and  trembled  violently,  and  seemed  to 
be  fainting.  I  told  Jimmy  to  give  her  a  glass  of 
brandy  and  follow  me  on  deck.  I  dared  not  pause 
now,  no,  not  even  though  her  life  should  be  risked  by 
my  going.  I  went  on  deck  and  stood  a  minute  at  the 
companion.  Call  was  at  the  wheel,  carelessly  grasping 
the  spokes.  I  looked  towards  the  island ;  the  boat 
was  clearly   ashore,  her   sail  lowered,   and    nothing, 
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therefore,  to  be  seen  of  her  at  that  distance  with  the 
naked  eye. 

Taking  no  notice  of  Call  I  walked  to  the  caboose 
and  looked  in,  expecting  to  see  Meehan  at  work  there 
boiling  my  cocoa.  The  caboose  was  empty,  but  the 
fire  burned  briskly  as  though  freshly  trimmed,  and  a 
saucepan  was  boiling  upon  it.  I  stepped  swiftly  to 
the  fore-scuttle,  that  is  to  say,  to  the  hatch  by  which 
the  sailors  entered  or  left  the  forecastle,  and  when  I 
was  within  a  few  feet  of  it  I  spied  Mehan's  head  in  the 
act  of  rising  to  come  on  deck.  I  sprang  and  struck 
him  hard,  crying  out,  "  Keep  below  till  you're  wanted." 
He  fell  backwards,  and  I  instantly  drove  the  cover  of 
the  scuttle  over  the  hatch  and  secured  it  by  its  bar. 

Call  remained  to  be  dealt  with.  As  I  walked  aft 
Jimmy  came  up  out  of  the  cabin.  Call  was  very  white. 
He  let  go  the  wheel,  and  cried  out,  "  Mr.  Fielding, 
where's  my  mates  ?  " 

"  Where  you'll  be  in  a  minute,  my  man,"  said  I, 
pulling  out  one  of  the  two  pistols  I  had  pocketed  : 
for  I  had  not  foreseen  in  the  case  of  Meehan  so  easy  a 
capture. 

"  There's  no  need  to  show  me  that,"  said  the 
fellow  in  his  small  voice,  nodding  his  head  at  the 
pistol,  "  I  follows  your  meaning,  and  I'll  work  as 
a  good  man  if  ye'll  take  me  on." 

"  Xo,  I  won't  trust  you.  Xot  yet,  anyhow  ;  though 
I  should  be  mighty  glad  to  believe  you  trustworthy." 
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"  Try  me,  sir,"  he  exclaimed. 

"  No,  by !     Jimmy,  lay   hold   of  that  wheel 

and  keep  it  steady.  Call,  get  you  forward,"  and 
I  pointed  with  ray  pistol  to  the  forecastle. 

He  went  like  a  lamb,  and  I  followed  at  his  heels. 
Indeed,  I  needed  no  weapon  with  this  man;  in 
strength  I  was  twice  his  master ;  in  nimbleness  and 
the  art  of  fisticuffs  he  was  not  within  a  league  of 
my  longest  shadow.  I  could  have  tossed  him  by 
scruff  and  breech  over  the  rail,  and  have  drunk 
a  pint  with  the  same  breath  I  did  it  in. 

When  we  came  to  the  scuttle,  I  told  him  to  open 
it  and  descend.  Meehan  roared  out  when  he  saw 
daylight ;  I  answered  that  I  would  send  a  bullet 
through  his  brains  if  he  made  any  noise,  that  his  and 
Call's  wants  should  be  seen  to  presently,  and  that 
I  was  going  to  sail  the  brig  home  to  save  the  men 
who  had  been  left  with  me  from  the  gallows. 

"  Where's  Teach  and  Travers  ?  "  bawled  Meehan. 

"  Dead — dead — dead  !  "  I  cried,  then  closed  and 
secured  the  scuttle  as  before  and  ran  to  the  cabin. 

I  found  my  lady  very  much  better.  She  had 
drunk  a  little  brandy  and  was  eating  a  biscuit ;  the 
trembling  had  left  her  and  her  face  was  steady. 

"  All  the  men  are  secured,"  said  I. 

She  clapped  her  hands  and  cried,  "You  have 
been  very  quick,"  and  then  laughed  with  hysteric 
vehemence  ;  and,  no  doubt,  to  satisfy  me  that  she  was 
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composed,  she  at  the  same  moment  got  up  from  her 
chafr,  and  said,  "  What  is  next  to  be  done  ? " 

"  Follow  me,"  said  I. 

I  went  on  deck,  and  pointing  the  glass  at  the 
landing-place,  took  a  long  look.  The  fellows  had 
hauled  the  boat  high  and  dry ;  I  could  not  see  what 
sort  of  a  beach  it  was  ;  the  boat  lay  beyond  the  thin 
line  of  feathering  surf.  There  were  figures  about  her 
in  motion.  I  counted  all  the  men  who  had  gone  in 
her.  The  telescope  was  poor — poor  even  for  that  age 
of  marine  spy-glasses — and  I  was  unable  to  distinguish 
clearly.  But  the  boat  was  high  and  dry,  and  the 
men  were  out  of  her  and  busy  with  their  cargo  ;  that 
was  certain ;  so  I  put  do^\Ti  the  glass,  and,  going  to 
the  wheel,  called  to  the  senorita  to  come  to  me. 

"  Hold  it  thus,"  said  I. 

She  at  once  stationed  herself  in  Jimmy's  place 
and  grasped  the  spokes.  Then,  followed  by  the  lad, 
I  ran  into  the  cabin,  and,  together,  out  of  the  locker 
we  brought  up  three  rounds  for  the  long  brass 
pivoted  twenty-four  pounder.  We  likewise  loaded 
with  all  possible  speed  six  muskets,  which,  ^\ith  the 
remaining  pistols  that  lay  in  the  locker,  we  conveyed 
on  deck.  AMien  this  was  done,  I  charged  the  long 
gun,  taking  care  to  see  that  all  was  ready  for  quickly 
reloading. 

"  Xow,  Jimmy,"  said  I,  "  it  is  time  to  swing  the 
main-topsail  yard  and  be  off." 
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The  wind  hung  in  the  north  ;  it  was  a  httle  plea- 
sant breeze,  with  just  enough  of  weight  to  tremble  the 
water  into  a  darker  dye  of  blue  with  the  summer 
rippling  and  wrinkling  of  it,  and  to  put  a  dance  into 
the  blinding  sparkles  under  the  sun.  I  went  forward 
with  the  lad,  and  first  we  hoisted  the  standing-jib  ; 
then  went  to  the  main  braces  and,  the  wind  being 
very  light,  we  swung  the  yards  easily.  The  topgallant- 
sails  had  been  clewed  up  on  the  previous  day,  and 
had  hung  by  their  gear  unstowed  all  night.  Both 
yards  were  heavy,  for  the  Black  Watch  was  very 
square  in  her  rig ;  so  to  masthead  the  canvas  we  led 
the  halliards  to  the  little  capstan  on  the  quarter-deck, 
and  set  the  sails  with  fairly  taut  leeches.  A  couple  of 
staysails  we  also  ran  aloft,  by  which  time  the  brig  had 
wore.  We  then  trimmed  for  the  northerly  draught, 
and  in  less  than  twenty  minutes  from  the  start  of  the 
operations  the  brig  was  standing  eastwards,  and  slowly 
gathering  way,  with  Jimmy  at  the  wheel  holding  the 
little  ship  steady  to  my  directions,  myself  near  him, 
glass  in  hand,  watching  the  men  ashore,  and  the  girl 
at  my  side. 

I  had  reckoned  on  this — that,  when  the  men  saw 
me  fill  on  the  brig  they'd  suppose  something  to 
make  me  uneasy  had  hove  into  sight,  or  that  I  was 
manoeuvring  to  take  up  a  new  position.  I  guessed 
they'd  never  imagine  for  a  long  while  that  I* was  run- 
ning away  with  the  brig.     I  had  taken  particular  care 
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for  weeks  past  that  they  should  observe  nothing  m  me 
to  excite  distrust.  And  then  there  were  Teach  and 
the  others ;  and  I  counted  upon  Bol's  and  upon  Bol's 
mates'  confidence  in  the  loyalty  of  those  shipmates. 
So  they'd  watch  us  for  some  time  without  suspicion ; 
and  eveiy  minute  was  precious,  because  every  minute 
the  distance  widened  and  the  pace  briskened. 

Thus  had  my  calculations  forerun,  and  now  I 
stood  vrith  the  telescope  at  my  eye,  watching  and 
waitmg. 

Five  minutes  passed — no  more.  I  had  turned  to 
look  at  the  compass  and  to  glance  aloft  ;  and  now  I 
levelled  the  glass  afresh. 

"  They're  after  us  !  "  I  cried. 

In  those  five  minutes  they  had  launched  the  boat 
and,  as  I  looked,  Avere  hoistinc^  the  sail  and  throwincr 
their  oars  over.  I  was  mightily  startled  at  first.  I 
had  never  imagined  they'd  prove  so  keen  in  their 
guessing ;  but  reflection  speedily  cooled  me,  and 
brought  my  nerves  to  their  proper  bearings. 

The  boat  gained  on  us  slowly.  The  pace  of  the 
brig  was  about  four  miles  an  hour ;  the  boat's  a  mile 
faster  than  that.  Presently  I  could  count  the  steady 
pulse  of  her  five  oars.  I  had  no  fear,  but  I  was  very 
eager  to  come  off  with  the  brig  without  killing  any 
of  those  men.     The  Lady  Aurora  said — 

"  They're  catching  us  up." 

"  Yes,"  said  I ;  "  and,  if  they  can  come  within  hail, 


186  LIST,    YE  landsmen: 

they'll  make  me  a  hundred  fine  promises  and  entreat 
me  to  take  them  on  board ;  and,  a  few  minutes  after 
they  are  on  board,  my  corpse  will  be  floating  astern — 
another  shocking  example  of  forecastle  gratitude. 
I'm  done  with  'em,"  said  I,  scarcely  supposing  whilst 
I  talked  that  she  wholly  understood  me  ;  and,  putting 
my  hand  upon  the  long  brass  gun,  I  moved  it  until 
the  muzzle  was  over  the  boat. 

I  knew  the  little  fabric  Avas  out  of  range,  but  1 
wished  the  men  to  see  the  feather-leap  of  white  water, 
the  flash  of  the  missile,  that  they  might  understand  I 
shot  with  ball ;  and,  having  everything  to  my  hand, 
I  bid  Miss  Aurora  step  a  little  aside,  and  fired.  The 
gun  roared  in  thunder,  and  belched  out  a  big  cloud 
of  smoke.  I  dodged  the  smoke  to  mark  the  flight  of 
the  ball,  which  hit  the  water  several  cables'  lengths 
this  side  the  boat.  If  the  spurt  of  it  was  plain  to  me, 
it  was  plain  to  them.  I  put  Jimmy  to  the  gun  to 
clean  it  whilst  I  watched  the  boat.  She  continued  in 
pursuit ;  but  now,  by  aid  of  the  glass,  I  made  out 
something  white  flying  at  her  masthead — a  signal  of 
truce,  as  though  the  fellows  and  I  had  been  at  war ! 
Some  man  must  have  torn  up  his  shirt  to  produce 
that  flag;  for  there  were  no  white  handkerchiefs  in 
the  long-boat,  and  nothing  to  answer  to  what  was 
flying  save  what  one  or  another  carried  on  his 
back. 

"  I  want  no  truce  !     I  want  no  peace  !     I  want  to 
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have  nothing  whatever  to   do  with  you  ! "  I  cried, 
whilst  I  went  about  to  load  the  long  gun  again. 

This  time  I  resolved  to  load  with  case  as  well 
as  round,  that  the  splash  might  emphasise  my  hint. 
I  asked  Aurora  to  hold  the  wheel,  and  bid  Jimmy 
rush  into  the  cabin  and  bring  up  some  canister  out 
of  the  locker.  I  clapped  in  some  case  on  top  of  the 
ball,  took  aim,  and  fired.  The  brig  thrilled  to  the 
explosion.  I  wondered  to  myself  what  the  imprisoned 
fellows  forward  and  the  two  men  below  would  be 
thinking  of  this  bellowing  of  artillery. 

The  ball  and  musket-shot  struck  the  sea  before  I 
saw  the  splash  ;  the  smoke  of  the  gunpowder  hung 
a  bit,  clouding  aft  before  blowing  clear,  and  I  could 
not  spring  to  the  side  in  time  to  see.  I  ordered 
Jimmy  to  make  ready  the  gun  for  loading  afresh, 
being  now  hot  in  heart  with  the  noise  of  the  firing 
and  angry,  too,  with  the  stubborn  pursuit  of  the 
devils  astern  ;  and  I  told  Miss  Aurora  that,  if  they 
did  not  shift  their  helm,  I'd  blow  them  out  of  water. 

"  I  want  no  man's  life,"  I  exclaimed — "  not  even 
Yan  Bol's ;  but  if  they  creep  much  closer,  and  I  can 
manage  to  plump  a  ball  among  them " 

But  here  my  speech  was  arrested ;  for,  having 
talked  with  my  eye  at  the  glass,  I  saw  them  lower 
the  lugsail  on  board  the  long-boat ;  they  then  pulled 
her  round  and  hoisted  her  sail  afresh. 

"  There  she  goes  !  "  cried  I. 
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"  De  veras  I  Oh,  glorious  !  Oh,  glorious  !  "  ex- 
claimed the  senorita,  dropping  the  wheel  to  clap  her 
hands. 

"  Yes,  there  she  goes,"  said  I,  "  the  second  hint 
sufficed.  I  wish  the  shot  nxay  not  have  hurt  any  man 
of  them.  Was  she  out  of  reach  ?  Yes,  there  she 
goes.  Wise  ye  are,  Yan  Bol.  I  should  have  sunk 
you.  Never  should  you  have  gained  footing  aboard 
this  brig.  And  has  not  the  breeze  slightly  freshened 
too  since  you  started  in  pursuit  ?  Ay,  there  is  a 
little  foam  in  our  wake,  and  the  glance  under  the  sun 
is  keen.  We  should  have  run  you  out  of  sight,  Yan 
Bol,  and  you  in  pursuing  would  have  run  the  island 
out  of  sight,  and  then  without  compass,  without 
provisions,  Anthout  water,  how  would  ye  have 
managed,  you  scoundrel  Dutchman  ?  " 

I  put  down  the  glass  and  clapped  the  boy  on  the 
shoulder. 

"  Jimmy,  you  have  done  well.  Yours'll  be  a  good 
share  of  dollars  for  this  job.  Now  jump,  my  lively, 
and  get  some  breakfast  for  the  lady  and  me — and 
some  breakfast  for  ^^ourself." 

The  poor  fellow,  grinning  with  delight,  fled  forward 
with  the  sj)eed  of  a  hare.  I  took  the  wheel  from  the 
senorita,  and  she  stood  beside  me. 

"  What '11  dose  men  do  ?  " 

"  They  will  return  to  the  island." 

"Will  not  dey  starf?" 
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"  They  have  plenty  of  provisions,  and  they  have  a 
good  boat." 

"What  will  dey  do  with  de  money  dey  have 
taken  ? " 

"  May  it  founder  them  !  The  dogs  !  To  force  us 
down  here  when  we  should  be  in  the  Channel,  or  at 
home !  Here  am  I  now  Avith  this  big  brig  on  my 
single  pair  of  hands,  and  you  and  the  boy  as  helps 
and  four  horrible  scoundrels  to  sentinel  and  feed." 

I  felt  sick  with  heart-weariness  at  that  moment. 
An  eternity  of  waters  stretched  betAveen  me  and 
England  in  the  measureless  miles  of  Southern  Ocean, 
m  the  measureless  miles  of  south  and  north  Atlantic. 
How  was  I  to  manage  with  one  half  crazy  boy  and 
a  girl  to  help  me,  and  four  prisoners  to  guard  ? 

"De  dollars  are  saved,"  said  the  senorita,  bring- 
ing her  eyes  with  a  flash  in  them  from  the  boat  to  my 
face. 

"  You  are  the  greatest  heroine  the  world  has  ever 
produced,"  said  I. 

"  It  is  a  day  of  glory  for  you,  and  your  money  is 
safe,"  said  she. 

I  looked  at  her  a  little  sullenly ;  I  was  in  no 
temper  for  irony, 

"  If  de  money  is  safe,  I  am  safe,"  said  she,  "  for 
one  goes  before  de  other,  and  to  be  safe  I  am  content 
to  be  second." 

I  heeded  her  not ;  her  tongue  was  a  rattle,  and  very 
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heedless  at  times.  After  a  little,  finding  I  did  not  speak, 
she  looked  at  the  boat  through  the  glass.  Long  practice 
had  now  enabled  her  to  keep  open  the  eye  she  applied 
to  the  telescope.  I,  too,  gripping  the  spokes,  gazed 
astern  ;  the  sail  of  the  boat  was  like  the  wdng  of  a  white 
butterfly  out  on  the  dark  blue,  that  thrilled  with  the 
breeze.  The  island  hung  massive  and  rugged  in  the 
sky,  but  already  was  it  growing  blue  in  the  blue  air. 

At  this  time  Jimmy  came  along  with  some  break- 
fast. He  put  the  tray  upon  the  deck  The  pot  of 
cocoa  Meehan  was  to  have  cooked  had  overboiled  and 
was  burnt.  Jimmy  brought  us  some  fresh  coffee,  salt 
beef,  and  biscuit.  The  girl  and  I  ate  and  drank, 
Jimmy  meanwhile  holding  the  wheel.  My  lady 
asked  me  how  the  prisoners  were  to  breakfast  ? 
Could  they  feed  themselves  with  handcuffs  ? 

"  No,"  said  I. 

"  They'll  need  to  be  regularly  supplied  with  food," 
said  she.     "  Who'll  feed  them  ? " 

"  Parece  que  quiere  hacer  hiien  tiempo,"  said  I  to 
change  the  subject. 

When  I  had  breakfasted  I  held  the  wheel  that 
Jimmy  might  eat.  I  was  for  ever  racking  my  brains 
to  conceive  how  I  was  to  manage,  alone  as  I  was  with 
the  youth.  The  girl  was  of  no  earthly  use.  Indeed, 
for  the  matter  of  that,  the  boy  himself  did  not  know 
how  to  steer,  and  was  a  poor  sailor  aloft,  though  as 
"  an  idler  "  he  was  expected,  and  was  used  to  help  the 
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men  in  reefing  and  in  putting  tlie  brig  about.  I  was 
grateful  for  the  beautiful  morning  with  its  gentle 
breeze.  "Perhaps,"  I  said  to  myself,  "I  shall  have 
worked  out  some  theory  of  navigating  the  brig  with 
the  aid  of  Jimni}^,  before  a  change  of  weather 
happens," 

The  lad  took  the  wheel,  and  I  went  below  to 
remove  the  Qfaas  from  the  men.  I  had  a  brace  of 
loaded  pistols  in  my  pocket,  and  I  pulled  out  one  of 
them,  and  looking  to  its  priming,  I  walked  to  the  berth 
in  which  we  had  thrown  Teach,  and  opened  the  door. 
The  man's  posture  was  that  in  which  we  had  left  him, 
saving  that  his  head  iiad  fallen  forward.  I  did  not  like 
his  looks,  and  felt  afraid ;  I  went  up  to  him  and  took  his 
arm ;  he  did  not  stir.  I  lifted  his  head  by  the  chin, 
and  saw  death  in  his  eyes.  On  this,  full  of  horror 
and  pity,  I  removed  the  gag.  It  was  a  piece  of  drill 
with  a  lump  of  stuffing  stitched  amidships  to  till  the 
mouth.  Aurora  had  made  it  as  she  had  made  the 
bag  with  which  we  had  stifled  the  two  men.  The 
stuffed  part  of  the  gag  that  had  filled  the  man's 
mouth  was  soaked  with  blood,  and  when  I  pulled  the 
gag  off,  and  the  head  fell  forward,  a  quantity  of  dark 
blood  followed. 

No  doubt  he  had  ruptured  a  blood  vessel :  in  any 
case,  his  death  was  not  to  be  laid  to  the  account  of 
the  gag,  in  other  words,  to  our  having  suffocated  him. 
Nevertheless,   I  was  as  greatly  shocked,  and  viewed 
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him  with  as  much  horror  as  though  he  had  died  by 
my  hands. 

I  then  bethought  me  of  Travers  and  rushed,  with 
my  heart  beating  hard,  to  his  berth,  dreading  to  find 
him  dead  hkewise.  The  man  was  standing  upright, 
looking  at  the  sea  through  the  scuttle.  He  turned 
when  I  entered  and  presented  his  gagged  face  to  me. 
I  thanked  God  to  find  him  alive.  So  far  we  had 
managed  all  this  business  bloodlessly.  I  am  one  and 
ever  was  one  of  those  who  count  human  life  the  most 
sacred  thing  under  God's  eye. 

I  had  thrust  the  pistol  into  my  pocket  at  the  sight 
of  Teach  and  now  kept  it  there  in  the  presence  of 
this  man  Travers,  gagged  and  handcuffed  as  he  was. 
He  motioned  piteously  with  his  head,  lifting  his  fists 
a  little  way  towards  his  face.  I  at  once  took  the  gag 
off  and  threw  it  aside.  He  tried  to  speak  :  he  fetched 
many  breaths,  during  which  some  froth  gathered  upon 
his  lips :  he  then  in  a  dim,  husky  voice  that  seemed 
to  rise  from  the  bottom  of  his  chest,  exclaimed — 

"Water!" 

I  ran  into  the  cabin  and  filled  a  mug  with  fresh 
water :  he  remained  standing  where  I  had  left  him. 
I  put  the  mug  to  his  mouth  and  he  drank  long  and 
deep.  The  water  refreshed  him  and  he  found  his 
voice. 

"  What  are  ye  going  to  do  with  me  ? "  he  asked. 

"  Keep  you  under  hatches,"  said  I. 
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"  Where's  Bol  aud  the  others  ?  " 

"  Ashore  on  the  island." 

"  Left  to  their  fate,  sir  ?  " 

"  You  know  better.  Have  they  not  the  longboat, 
plenty  of  provisions  and  water  ?  If  Captain  Greaves 
were  alive  he'd  yardarm  the  four  of  you — no,  not  the 
four  :  Teach  is  dead." 

"  Did  you  kill  him  ?  " 

"  He's  dead,"  I  shouted  in  a  rao^e,  "  I  have  killed 
no  man.  You  would  have  killed  me — there  is  no 
stain  on  my  conscience." 

"  Aie  ye  carrying  the  brig  home  ?  " 

"  Where  else  ?  ' 

"  Teach  dead  ! "  he  muttered.  "  Mr.  Fielding,  for 
God's  sake  take  me  on.  You'll  find  me  a  true 
man." 

"  Which  d'ye  choose — the  bilboes  or  those  brace- 
lets ? " 

He  answered  me  with  a  savage  stare.  I  turned 
to  go. 

"  Leave  me  some  water,"  he  called. 

I  filled  the  mug  afresh,  placed  it  where  he  could 
put  his  lips  to  it,  and  locked  the  door  upon  him. 


CHAPTER  XXXL 

A      QUAKER      SKIPPER. 

I  LOOKED  in  upon  Teach  again.  The  sight  was  piteous. 
The  handcuffs  gave  a  wild  pathos  to  that  picture  of 
death.  The  sight  was  not  to  be  borne.  I  removed 
the  handcuffs,  and  then  took  a  steady  view  of  his 
face,  and  felt  the  man's  wrist  to  make  sure  that  he 
was  dead.     He  was  stone  dead ;  and  I  w^ent  on  deck. 

Miss  Aurora  leaned  upon  her  elbows  on  the  rail, 
looking  at  the  Island  of  Amsterdam,  that  was  fading 
into  a  dark  blue  cloud.     I  said — 

"  Teach  is  dead." 

She  started,  and  shrunk  back  and  stared  at  me, 
and  instantly  reflected  the  expression  she  saw  in  my 
face.  Her  features  then  relaxed,  and,  slightly  shrugging 
her  shoulders,  she  exclaimed — 

"  He  w^as  not  a  Q^ood  man.  Yet  orood  men  are 
dying  every  day.  Teach's  time  had  come.  Did  we 
kill  him  ? " 

"  I  don't  think  so." 

"  That  pleases  me.      I  would  have  killed  him  for 
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my  honour  or  for  ray  liberty.  It  is  God's  doing,  and 
it  must  be  good." 

I  found  that  Jimmy  kept  the  brig  to  her  course 
fairly  well,  and  roamed  about  the  deck  for  awhile  by 
myself,  considering  how  I  should  act  if  we  did  not 
presently,  and,  indeed,  speedily,  fall  in  Avith  a  ship  to 
help  us  with  the  loan  of  two  or  three  men.  I  then 
asked  Miss  Aurora  to  hold  the  wheel,  and  took  Jimmy 
below  with  me  to  help  clap  the  bilboes  on  to  Travers, 
that  I  might  relieve  the  poor  devil  of  his  handcuffs. 
Whilst  I  put  the  bilboes  on,  Travers  asked  me  why  I 
refused  to  give  him  a  chance  to  turn  to. 

"  You've  had  a  chance  of  proving  yourself  an 
honest  man  for  weeks  past.     I'll  not  trust  you  now." 

"  Mr.  Fielding,  we  meant  to  act  square  by  you." 

"  Yes,  by  knocking  me  over  the  head  when  I'd 
served  yoiu'  turn." 

I  sent  Jimmy  in  a  hurry  for  provisions  and  water 
to  place  in  this  prisoner's  berth.  The  beast  couldn't 
read,  or  I  should  have  tossed  him  a  book  or  two.  I 
was  eager  to  regain  the  deck,  for  her  ladyship  was  on 
no  account  to  be  left  long  alone  at  the  wheel.  Travers 
asked  for  his  pipe  and  tobacco.  I  told  him  he  should 
have  them  ;  and  then,  threatenino-  to  shoot  him 
through  the  head  if  he  made  any  noise,  attempted  to 
break  out,  or  acted  in  any  way  to  imperil  the  safety  of 
the  ship,  I  locked  him  up. 

I  put  a  loaded  pistol  into  Jimmy's  hand,  keeping 
A^  2 
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a  brace  in  my  pocket ;  and,  finding  that  the  brig  made 
a  straight  wake  to  the  set  of  the  helm,  as  surrendered 
by  me  to  Miss  Aurora,  with  the  request  that  she  would 
hold  the  spokes  steady,  I  went  forward  with  the  lad, 
lifted  the  hatch,  and  sung  out. 

Both  men  came  under  the  hatch  and  looked  up 
I  let  them  see  that  the  boy  and  I  were  armed,  and 
said — 

"  Call,  I  am  here  to  give  you  a  chance.  If  you'll 
come  on  deck  and  help  me  to  carry  on  the  work  of 
the  brig,  good  and  well." 

"  I  asked  to  turn  to  afore,"  said  he,  putting  his 
hand  on  the  coaming  as  though  to  come  up. 

"  I'm  willing  to  turn  to,"  said  Meehan. 

"  I'll  abide  by  Call's  behaviour,"  said  I. 

"  It's  cussed  hot  and  black  down  here,"  exclaimed 
Meehan.      '•'  Ain't  ye  going  to  let  us  have  a  light  ?  " 

"  You  shall  have  a  light,"  said  I ;  "  but  mmd  your 
fire.  We  have  the  boats,  and  I  shan't  lift  the 
hatch." 

"  What  made  ye  clip  me  o'er  the  head  ?  "  he  growled. 
"  I'd  ha'  stepped  back  had  ye  arsted  me." 

"  Come  up.  Call." 

The  man  rose  mstantly,  and  stood  blinking  to  the 
splendour  of  the  morning. 

"  Go  aft  and  take  the  wheel,"  said  I.  "  The  course 
is  as  you  find  it." 

I  was  about  to  put  on  the  hatch-cover. 
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"  Ain't  I  to  be  let  up  ? "  said  Meehan. 

"  No." 

"  Ain't  I  to  have  anything  to  eat  and  drink  ? " 

"  Yes." 

"  Hell  seize  the  blooming  lot  of  ye  !  "  said  he,  and 
disappeared  in  a  single  stride. 

I  closed  the  hatch-cover,  but  opened  it  shortly 
after  to  hand  do^vn  a  beaker  of  water,  a  quantity  of 
provisions,  and  oil  for  the  forecastle  lamp.  I  say  to 
"  hand  down ; "  but  the  ruffian  was  so  sulky  that  he 
refused  to  answer  to  my  call,  and  I  had  to  tell  him 
what  I  had  brought,  and  to  threaten  him  Avith  thirst 
and  starvation,  before  he  would  come  under  the  hatch 
to  receive  the  things.  The  belch  of  heat  and  of  foul 
atmosphere  was  so  disgusting  when  I  first  lifted  the 
cover,  that  I  guessed  the  fellow  would  suffocate  if  I 
did  not  give  him  some  fresh  air.  The  cover  opened 
on  strong  hinges.  I  procured  a  bit  of  chain  ;  then 
inserted  a  wedge  to  keep  the  cover  open  to  about  half 
the  length  of  your  thumb.  I  now  passed  the  chain 
through  the  staple  and  the  eye  of  the  bar,  securing 
the  links  at  a  place  out  of  reach  of  oar  friend's  knife. 
This  done,  I  went  aft  with  Jimmy,  and  could  scarcely 
forbear  laughing  to  observe  the  Lady  Aurora  in  the 
posture  of  haranguing  Call  She  stood  up  before  him, 
and  menaced  him  Avith  her  forefinger ;  and  she  was 
sa^dng  as  I  approached — 

"  If  you  do  not  behave  well  it  is  death :  I  am  a 
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Spanish  lady  and  know  not  fear.  I  will  kill  any  man  for 
my  liberty  or  for  my  honour,  and  my  liberty  I  must 
have,  but  I  have  it  not  whilst  I  am  in  this  little  ship. 
I  desire  to  be  at  Madrid.  Be  honest  and  help  Mr. 
Fielding,  and  your  reward  will  be  great.  I  tell  you 
this  I — I — the  Sefiorita  de  la  Cueva— she  tells  you 
this  on  her  honour  as  a  Spanish  lady."  She  touched 
her  bosom  with  her  forefins^er,  then  looked  round  and 
saw  me  close  by. 

"I  am  willing  to  prove  a  true  man,"  said  Call, 
"  this  here  mucking  job  w^as  never  to  my  relish.  / 
was  never  for  casting  this  here  brig  away.  But  how's 
one  voice  to  sound  when  a  whole  blooming  squadron 
of  throats  is  a-hollering  ?  " 

"  Jump  aloft  and  stow  that  topgallant-sail  along 
with  Jimmy,"  said  I. 

With  the  help  of  this  man  Call  I  snugged  the  brig 
down  to  topsails  and  forecourse  as  a  provision  against 
change  of  w^eather.  I  kept  him  on  deck  all  day,  and 
he  ate  on  deck  under  my  eye  ;  he  behaved  well,  yet  I 
dared  not  trust  him  ;  whilst  I  slept  he  might  liberate 
the  other  two,  and  then  truly  should  I  be  a  dead  man : 
for  of  course  Meehan  and  Travers  secretly  raged 
aofainst  me  and  w^ould  take  all  the  risks  of  washing 
about  without  a  navigator  and  of  being  hanged  if  they 
were  boarded  and  the  truth  discovered ;  all  risks 
would  they  accept,  I  say,  to  be  revenged  upon  me. 
I   took   Call   below   into  the    cabin  and   made   him 
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help  me  drag  Teacli's  body  out  of  the  berth  it  lay 
in  ;  I  then  put  his  legs  in  irons  to  keep  him  quiet 
through  the  night.  He  protested  violently,  and  his 
remonstrance  often  rose  into  coarse,  injurious  lan- 
guage. 

"  I'll  trust  you  presently,  but  not  now,"  said  I,  and 
so  I  locked  the  door  and  came  away.  I  heard  him 
swearing,  and  then  he  began  to  sing  as  I  went  on 
deck. 

It  was  some  time  between  eight  and  nine  o'clock. 
All  the  stars  were  out,  the  sky  was  cloudless,  and  the 
evening  as  beautiful  as  the  morning  had  been  splen- 
did. The  wind  had  shifted  into  the  east,  and  was  a 
small  soft  wind  ;  it  held  our  little  show  of  canvas 
steady,  and  the  brig  rippled  quietly  onwards  over  the 
wide  dark  sea.  I  stationed  my  lady  Aurora  at  the 
wheel  and  entered  the  cabin  with  Jimmy ;  there  we 
made  fast  a  cannon,  ball  to  the  feet  of  the  dead  man 
Teach,  and  picking  him  up  we  carried  him  to  tha 
gangway,  which  we  opened  that  his  plunge  might  be 
from  a  little  height  only.  I  was  a  sailor :  for  many 
months  Teach  had  been  a  shipmate  of  mine ;  I  had 
hated  him — but  he  was  dead  and  his  last  toss  at  a 
sailor's  hand  must  be  decorous  and  reverent.  So  we 
dropped  him  gently  feet  foremost  and  he  went  down 
instantly,  leaving  behind  him  a  little  cloud  of  fire  that 
was  sparkling  even  when  it  had  slided  into  the  vessel's 
wake. 


200  LIST,   YE  LAXDSMEJSf! 

Four  days  passed.  I  will  not  stop  to  explain  how 
we  managed  :  shall  I  tell  you  why  ?  Because,  when  I 
look  into  the  mirror  of  my  memory  for  the  vision  of 
what  happened  in  those  four  days  I  find  the  present- 
ment dim,  vague,  foggy.  These  things  I  recollect: 
that  I  did  not  trust  Call,  that  I  freed  him  from  time 
to  time  that  he  might  take  a  trick  at  the  w^heel, 
threatening  to  stop  his  food  and  Avater  if  he  refused, 
and  that  every  night  at  eight  bells  or  thereabouts  I 
put  him  away  with  the  bilboes  on.  That  I  kept  the 
other  two  men  imprisoned,  supplying  them  every 
mornmg  with  provisions  for  twenty-four  hours.  That 
r  held  the  brig's  head  for  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope, 
praying  daily  for  the  sight  of  a  ship  and  beholding 
nothing.  That  for  two  days  after  our  losing  sight  of 
Amsterdam  Island,  the  weather  continued  very 
glorious,  then  darkened  with  a  wind  that  breezed  up 
out  of  the  southward  and  blew  fresh,  but  happily 
never  too  hard  for  our  whole  topsails.  These  things  I 
remember. 

I  was  awakened  on  the  night  of  the  fourth  or,  let 
me  say,  in  the  dark  hours  of  the  morning  of  the  fifth 
day  by  the  boy  Jimmy  calling  my  name.  I  had 
wrapped  myself  up  in  Greaves's  cloak,  sat  me  down 
near  the  wheel,  at  which  I  had  been  standing  for  two 
hours,  and  had  fallen  into  a  deep  sleep  without  in- 
tending to  sleep.  The  lad  had  taken  the  helm  from 
me  ;  when  he  called  I  sprang  to  my  feet. 
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"  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  See  that  Hght,  master  ?  " 

I  looked  and  saw  what  I  supposed  was  a  ship  on 
lire.  A  ruddy  ghare  was  colouring  the  sky  at  the 
extremity  of  the  sea  about  three  points  on  the  lee 
bow.  I  thought  to  myself,  if  she  is  a  ship  on  fire  and 
beyond  control,  her  people  will  help  me  to  navigate 
the  brig  home.  The  fancy,  the  hope,  elated  me  ;  I 
was  wide  awake  on  a  sudden,  though  I  had  sat  doAvn 
dog  tired. 

A  long  swell  was  rolling  out  of  the  south,  and 
a  five-knot  breeze  was  blowing  oft'  our  larboard 
quarter.  I  put  the  helm  up  for  the  light,  and  when 
I  had  it  fair  ahead  I  gave  the  spokes  to  Jimmy,  and 
fetched  the  telescope  out  of  the  cabin  where,  on 
a  locker,  lay  the  Lady  xlurora  sleeping.  The  telescope 
resolved  the  red  light  into  several  tongues  of  flame 
which  waxed  and  waned  ;  I  had  then  no  doubt  what- 
ever that  the  fire  was  a  burning  ship,  and  forthwith 
fell  to  walking  first  to  one  then  to  the  other  side  of 
the  brig,  for  long  spells  at  a  time  overhanging  the 
bulwark  rail,  straining  m}^  sight  into  the  darkness, 
and  hearkening  with  all  my  ears. 

By-and-by,  recollecting  that  an  empty  tar  barrel 
stood  upon  the  forecastle,  I  resolved  to  make  a  flare. 
I  rolled  the  barrel  aft,  kindled  it,  and  Jimmy  and 
I  flung  the  barrel  overboard.  It  burnt  finely,  and 
lighted  up  a  great  space  of  the  sea.     If  the  people  of 
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the  burning  ship  were  in  the  neighbourhood  they'd 
know  by  the  fire  upon  the  water  that  help  was  at 
hand,  and  rest  on  their  oars  till  daybreak,  which  was 
hard  by. 

When  the  dawn  broke  the  ship  was  about  a  mile 
distant.  Smoke  was  risino-  from  her  decks.  I  sousrht 
in  vain  in  all  directions  for  a  boat.  I  saw  no  fire  now 
on  board  the  ship,  and  when  I  pointed  the  telescope 
I  perceived  that  she  was  hove  to,  and  that  the  smoke 
was  local  as  though  it  rose  from  chimneys.  Between 
us  and  the  ship  was  a  vast  lump  of  red  stuff  that  lifted 
and  fell ;  it  was  scored  and  flaked  with  white,  and  its 
redness  was  that  of  blood.  The  sun  came  up  and 
touched  it,  and  now  I  perceived — by  this  time  we  had 
neared  it — that  the  loathsome  bulk  was  a  part  of  a 
great  whale,  freshly  "  cut  in,"  as  it  is  termed.  A 
number  of  birds  were  on  it,  and  they  tore  the  horrid 
mass  with  their  beaks,  and  many  birds  hovered 
over  it. 

I  looked  very  hard  at  the  ship.  I  seemed  to 
know  her.  Her  numerous  davits  and  croAvd  of  boats 
bespoke  her  a  whaler,  and  I  knew  by  the  sight  of  that 
vast  heap  of  whale  which  had  gone  adrift  that  she 
was  "  trying  out  " — that  is,  boiling  down  the  blubber 
that  came  from  the  whale.  In  fact,  my  nose  told 
me  of  what  was  going  on  when  I  was  half  a  mile 
away. 

The  flash  of  the  sun  on  the  skylight  awakened 
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Miss  Aurora;  she  came  on  deck,  and  cried  out  on 
beholding  the  whaler. 

"This  is  a  very  wonderful  thing,"  said  I.  "Do 
you  know  that  ship  ?  " 

She  stared  hard  and  shook  her  head. 

"  She  is  the  Virginia  Creeper,  whaler,  of  Whitby," 
said  I,  "  we  spoke  her  t'other  side  the  Horn." 

"  She  is  on  fire,"  cried  the  Ofirl,  "  and — Ave  Maria  !' 
What  is  that  ? "  she  exclaimed,  pointing  to  the  bloody 
mass  of  whale  that  was  on  our  beam. 

We  floated  slowly  do\\Ti  to  the  ship ;  the  wind  had 
slackened  at  sunrise,  and  our  canvas  was  small.  The 
sky  was  dark  in  the  south  whence  the  swell  was 
runninor  and  a  brio^-ht  blue  all  about  the  north  and 
east.  We  approached  the  ship,  and  I  saw  many  men 
on  board  of  her  watching  us.  Some  of  the  faces 
showed  in  the  telescope  of  a  copper  colour,  and 
I  guessed  they  were  natives  of  the  South  Sea 
Islands. 

Miss  Aurora  teased  me  with  questions,  with  sound- 
ing exclamations  in  Spanish  and  English.  I  begged 
her  to  hold  her  tongue.  I  wanted  to  think.  Should 
I  give  the  whole  plain  story  of  our  voj^age  to  the 
captain  of  that  ship  ?  should  I  tell  him  that  T  had 
twelve  tons  of  silver  on  board,  and  three  prisoners  of 
a  crew  who  had  possessed  themselves  of  three  tons, 
but  who  had  meant  to  plunder  the  whole  and  bury  it, 
and  then  wreck  the  brig  ?     I  hastily  paced  the  deck, 
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staring  at  the  whaler  and  thinking  with  all  my  might. 
But  a  moment  arrived  when  I  could  think  no  longer. 
I  put  the  helm  over,  gave  the  Avheel  to  Miss  Aurora 
to  hold,  and  with  the  help  of  Jimmy  got  the  main- 
topsail  aback. 

The  two  vessels  then  lay  abreast  within  a  cable's 
length.  A  man  stood  in  the  mizzen  rigging  of  the 
whaler ;  he  was  the  same  person  that  had  hailed  us 
in  the  Pacific.  I  jumped  upon  a  gun  and  sung  out, 
"  Ho,  the  VirginicL  Creeper,  ahoy  !  " 

''  Hello ! "  answered  the  man  near  the  mizzen 
risro-inir. 

"  We  are  but  three,  as  you  see,"  I  shouted.  "  Will 
you  send  a  boat  and  come  aboard  ?  Our  distress  is 
great." 

The  man  responded  with  a  quiet  motion  of  his 
hand,  lingered  a  moment  or  two  as  though  to  take 
a  further  survey  of  us,  then  called  out  an  order,  and 
a  few  minutes  later  he  had  entered  a  boat  and  was 
being  pulled  across  to  us. 

I  received  him  in  the  gangway,  and  giving  him 
my  hand  said,  "  We  have  met  before." 

"Indeed,  friend,"  said  he,  "where  might  that 
have  been  ? " 

On  my  recalling  the  circumstance,  he  said  in  a 
sober  voice,  and  Avithout  any  air  of  surprise,  "  I 
remember."  Then  looking  leisurely  at  Miss  Aurora 
he  said,  "  Is  that  thy  wife,  friend  ? " 


A   QUAKER  SKIPPER.  205 

"  No,"  I  answered ;  "  slie  is  a  sliipwrecked 
lady." 

"  And  wliat  art  thou  and  what's  thy  name  ? " 

I  made  answer,  observing  him  narrowly.  He  was 
a  Quaker  as  you  will  suppose ;  a  fellow  of  a  very 
serious,  composed  appearance,  close  shaved,  with  coal 
black  eyes,  wary  and  stealing  in  their  manner  of 
gazmg,  a  largo  expressionless  mouth,  and  a  pale  skin 
that  had  suffered  nothing  from  the  weather.  He 
wore  a  soft  cone-shaped  hat,  the  brim  very  wide,  and 
was  skewered  to  his  throat  in  a  coat  with  a  double 
row  of  large  metal  buttons.  His  legs  were  encased  in 
jack  boots.  The  garb  was  somewhat  of  a  change  from 
the  glazed  hat  and  pea-jacket  of  his  South  Pacific 
costume. 

"This  is-  the  Black  Watch"  said  he,  lookuig 
slowly  along  the  decks  and  then  slowly  up  aloft. 

"  Yes,"  said  I. 

''  When  we  spoke  thee  thy  captain  was  sick." 

•'  He  is  dead." 

"  Is  that  thy  distress  ? " 

"  No,  sir.  If  you  will  step  into  the  cabin  I'll 
tell  you  a  very  strange  stor}^,  but  as  this  brig 
must  be  watched — yonder  lad  at  the  wheel  being 
merely  our  cabin  boy — will  you  hail  one  of  your 
mates  and  request  him  to  take  charge  whilst  we 
converse  ? " 

He   walked  gravely  and  quietly  to  the  side,  and 
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looking:  over,  bade  his  men  in  the  whale-boat  fetch 
Mr.  Pack.  Presently  Mr.  Pack  arrived.  He  was  the 
mate  of  the  whaler.  The  captain  told  him  to  watch 
the  brig,  and  followed  me  into  the  cabin,  the  Lady 
Aurora  going  before  us. 

I  put  a  bottle  of  spirits  upon  the  table.  The 
captain  shook  his  head  at  the  bottle  and  looked  around 
him,  presently  fixing  his  eyes  on  Madam  Aurora,  at 
whom  he  continued  to  stare  after  I  had  besfun  to 
talk  to  him.  He  had  lifted  his  hat  and  disclosed  a 
flat,  almost  bald  head.  Without  further  delay  I 
entered  upon  my  narrative,  and  coaxed  his  gaze  from 
the  lady  to  me.  He  heard  me  through  without  a 
syllable  of  comment,  w^ithout  a  grunt  of  surprise.  His 
composure  was  perfectly  wooden.  I  observed  no 
further  sign  indeed  of  his  heeding  me  than  an 
occasional'  grave  nod  of  the  head,  such  as  he  might 
bestow  on  a  minister  whose  discourse  from  the  pulpit 
pleased  him. 

I  ceased.  The  dark  Spanish  eyes  of  the  Lady 
Aurora  burned  with  impassioned  anxiety  upon  the 
composed  countenance  of  the  Quaker  skipper. 

"  Wilt  thou  be  pleased  to  repeat  the  sum  ? "  said 
the  captain  slowly  and  deliberately,  without  the 
faintest  colour  of  wonder  in  his  tone. 

"  Five  hundred  and  fifty  thousand." 

"  Of  which  thy  men  took  three  tons  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  I 
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His  lips  slightly  stirred  to  a  sudden  pressure  of 
rapid  calculation. 

"And  wliat  dost  tliou  think  the  men  will  do  with 
those  three  tons  of  dollars  ?  " 

"  Bury  em,"  said  I ;  "  they  will  leave  the  island  in 
the  boat — not  for  awhile,  I  daresay — but  they  will 
not  carry  their  dollars  with  them.  They'll  not  risk 
putting  to  sea  with  three  tons  of  dead  weight  in 
addition  to  the  provisions  they'll  want.  Or  put  it 
that  they  would  not  take  the  chance  of  falling  in  with 
a  ship,  of  transferring  the  money  to  her,  and  of 
standing  to  the  lies  they'll  have  to  tell  to  account  for 
their  possession  of  the  silver." 

"Thou  art  right,"  said  the  captain  with  a  sober 
nod. 

"  They  will  bury  the  mone}^"  said  I,  "  swear  one 
another  to  secrecy,  and  then  return  for  the  silver 
when  they  can." 

"Thou  art  right,"  repeated  the  captain,  with 
another  sober  nod. 

"  Now,"  said  I — "  but  let  me  ask  your  name  ?  " 

"  Jonas  Horsley,"  he  answered. 

"Captain  Horsley,  this  is  my  proposal:  I  want 
help :  I  want  three  or  four  men  to  enable  me  to  carry 
this  brig  home.  I  also  want  to  hand  my  prisoners 
over  to  you — the  three  of  them  able-bodied  fellows,  as 
good  as  the  best  of  your  own  hands,  I  daresay.  Fur- 
ther, I  want  as  much  fresh  water  as  you  can  spare. 
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In  return  I'll  give  you  the  clue  to  the  burial-place  in 
Amsterdam  Island.  If  you  sail  promptly  you'll  arrive 
before  the  fellows  depart.  They're  bound  to  Avait 
av>^hile  for  a  ship  before  taking  their  chance,  six  of 
them,  m  an  open  boat,  every  man  ignorant  which  way 
to  head  for  land,  even  if  they  had  a  compass.  Fur- 
thermore, that  you  may  make  sure  of  my  grati- 
tude, you  shall  take  a  case  of  the  dollars  in  the 
lazarette." 

The  senorita's  eyes  sparkled.  She  vehemently 
nodded  approval.  Captain  Horsley  viewed  me  steadily 
with  an  expressionless  countenance. 

"  Friend,"  said  he,  after  a  short  pause,  "  might  the 
chests  in  thy  lazarette  be  all  of  a  size  ?  " 

"  They  slightly  vary." 

"  And  the  biggest  might  contain ?  " 

"  About  four  thousand  dollars,"  said  I. 

He  continued  to  regard  me  expressionlessly ;  his 
composure  raised  my  anxiety  into  torment.  My 
lady's  face  worked  with  half-a-dozen  emotions  at 
every  heart  beat. 

"  Hast  thou  breakfasted  ?  "  said  Captain  Horsley. 

"  Xo,"  I  answered. 

"Thou  hast  the  means  I  trust  of  providing  a 
meal  ? " 

''•  We  have  plenty  of  provisions." 

"  Thou  may'st  consider  all  things  settled,"  said  he, 
slowly  turning  his  head  to  gaze  at  the  Lady  Aurora. 
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"  I  will  break  my  fast  with  thee  and  the  lady.  It  is  a 
pleasure  to  converse  with  you  both.  When  we  have 
eaten  and  drunken  I  will  ask  thee  to  show  me  thy 
lazaretto,  and  I  will  choose  a  chest,  and  we  will  then 
exchange  the  men." 

"  Give  me  your  hand  on  it,"  I  cried,  and  my  heart 
Vas  swollen  with  delight ;  but  the  taking  and  lifting 
of  that  man's  hand  and  arm  was  like  pumping  out  a 
ship. 

We  went  on  deck,  and  brought  up  a  sailor  out  of 
the  whale-boat  to  stand  at  the  helm  w^hilst  Jimmy 
prepared  breakfast.  Before  breakfast  was  served  I 
took  Captain  Horsley  into  the  lazarette  and  showed 
him  the  cases  of  silver. 

"  Do  all  those  chests  contain  dollars  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"  All." 

He  made  no  further  remark  until  after  considering 
awhile,  during  which  time  his  eyes  roamed  shrewdly 
over  the  chests,  he  pointed  to  one  of  the  biggest,  and 
said — 

"  That  will  do  for  me." 

"  It  is  yours,"  I  answered. 

"  Friend,"  said  he  after  a  short  pause,  due  to  reflec- 
tion, by  no  means  to  embarrassment,  ^'  I  should  be 
glad  to  know  that  I  am  receiving  dollars.  Suppose 
we  lift  the  lid." 

I  fetched  a  hammer,  and  other  tools,  and  nails, 
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and  when  the  chest  was  opened  he  brought  the  lan- 
tern close  to  the  money,  and  after  staring  and  running 
his  hand  over  the  milled  edges,  he  said — 

"  These  be  good  dollars." 

I  then  hammered  down  the  lid  and  we  went 
up  into  the  cabin,  where  we  found  breakfast  ready. 

I  much  enjoyed  this  strange  man's  conversation. 
He  was  cold  and  grave,  very  slow,  and  a  trifle  nasal  of 
speech,  and  his  trick  of  "  theeing "  and  "  thouing," 
and  the  meeting-house  turn  of  his  phrases  in  general 
seemed  to  ill  fit  the  character  of  a  hearty  English 
sailor.  Yet  he  had  plenty  to  talk  about,  had  followed 
the  sea  for  many  years,  had  been  long  in  the  whalmg 
business,  was  a  considerable  man  at  Whitby,  and  even 
had  news  to  give  me,  for  I  was  at  sea  in  the  Royal 
Br  itnsw  icker  \Yhen  he  sailed  on  this  cruise.  A  British 
sea  Quaker  was  something  of  a  rarity  in  my  time  ;  I 
presume  he  is  extinct  in  these  days.  Many  American 
whalers  were  commanded  by  Quakers,  but  the  broad- 
brims of  our  island  loved  less  the  pursuit  of  the  game 
than  the  safer  business  of  tallying  the  blubber  cargo 
over  the  side  into  their  warehouses. 

Whilst  we  breakfasted  I  gave  him  a  description 
of  the  proposed  burial-place  as  it  had  been  ketched 
to  me  by  Yan  Bol.  He  composedly  entered  the 
particulars  in  a  pocket-book.  I  asked  him  to  write 
down  my  uncle's  address  at  Sandwich,  that  he  might 
let  me  know  whether  he  fell  in  with  or  took  off  Yan  Bol 
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and  the  others  and  recovered  the  silver.  He  gravely 
promised  to  ^vYite  to  me. 

AVe  then  went  to  business ;  and  Captain  Jonas 
Horsley's  first  step  was  to  accompany  some  men  into 
the  lazarette  and  superintend  the  transhipment  of 
his  chest  of  dollars.  This  done,  he  asked  me  how 
many  men  I  wanted.  I  answered  that  I  had  spoken 
of  three,  but  that  I  would  be  glad  of  as  many  as  he 
could  spare.  He  answered  that  he  would  let  me  have 
five  in  exchange  for  my  prisoners.  One  of  them  was 
a  Kanaka,  or  South  Sea  Islander,  who  had  lon^-  sailed 
in  whalers,  and  was  a  very  good  cook.  The  others,  he 
said,  would  volunteer ;  but  I  might  make  my  mind 
easy.  All  his  men  were  liveHes  of  the  first  water. 
What  pay  would  I  give  ? 

"  I  will  give,"  said  I,  "  whatever  will  bring  them  to 
me." 

"  They  sail  by  the  lay,  Thou  must  take  that  into 
consideration,"  said  Captain  Horsley. 

"  Shall  we  say  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  a  man 
for  the  run  home  ? "  said  I. 

"  I  will  let  thee  know,"  said  he. 

He  got  into  his  boat,  and  was  rowed  across  to  his 
ship,  whose  tryworks  were  still  smoking  and  filling  the 
air  with  a  disgusting  scent.  There  was  no  increase  of 
darkness  in  the  south,  and  north  and  east  the  blue  sky 
was  splendid  with  the  sparkling  of  the  morning  ;  but 
a  movement  worked  in  the  southerly  swell  that  hinted 
o  2 
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at  a  fresh  wind  presently.  Captain  Horsley,  however, 
did  not  keep  me  long  waiting.  First,  he  sent  me  one 
of  his  larofest  boats  with  a  stock  of  fresh  water  and 
hands  to  stow  the  casks.  His  men  took  back  my 
empty  casks  in  return  for  their  full  ones ;  then  two 
boats  came  oft*  full  of  men,  in  one  of  which  the  captain 
was  seated.  Parties  were  distributed  to  bring  up  the 
prisoners.  Meehan  scowled  when  he  saw  the  whaler, 
hung  back,  and  fought  like  a  devil,  saying  that  he 
was  a  sailor,  and  no  whaleman,  and  cursing  me  and 
the  brig  and  the  whaler — whatever  his  eye  rested  on, 
in  short — until  they  tumbled  him  into  the  boat  along- 
side, where  I  heard  him  roaring  out  to  me  to  pay  him 
his  wages  and  to  hand  him  over  his  share  of  the  dollars. 
Call  and  Travers  walked  quietly  to  the  gangway. 
Travers  stopped  before  putting  his  foot  over,  and  asked 
me  if  he  was  not  to  be  paid  for  the  work  he  had  done. 
"  Mynheer  Tulp  is  your  owner,"  said  I.  "  Call  upon 
him  when  you  return  to  Amsterdam.  He'll  pay  you, 
I  daresay." 

He  then  began  to  swear,  upon  which  Captain 
Horsley  motioned  to  his  men,  and  he  and  Call  were 
forthwith  bundled  into  the  boat. 

"  These  are  thy  men,  friend,"  said  the  captain, 
pointing  to  four  seamen  and  a  Kanaka,  who  stood 
apart.  "  Four  are  Englishmen,  and  of  my  own  town, 
anxious  to  return  home.  They  each  ask  three  hun- 
dred and  fifty  dollars." 
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I  looked  them  over,  as  the  phrase  goes,  put  a  few 
questions,  and,  being  satisfied  that  their  quality  was 
right,  I  said — 

"You  shall  have  three  hundred  and  fifty  dollars 
a  man.  Captain  Horsley  knows  I  can  pay  you,  and 
the  agreement  shall  be  signed  when  we  have  filled 
upon  the  brig." 

The  clothes  and  chests  belonging  to  Meehan  and 
the  other  two  were  then  got  up  and  put  into  the  boat. 
Captain  Horsley  gave  me  his  pump-handle  of  an  arm 
to  shake — or,  rather,  to  work.  I  thanked  him  cor- 
dially for  the  assistance  he  had  rendered  me.  He 
listened  till  I  had  done,  and  said — 

"  Friend,  thou  hast  made  my  kindness  very  much 
w^orth  my  while." 

He  entered  his  boat,  after  bowing  with  the  most 
grotesque  contortion  I  had  ever  beheld  to  the  Lady 
Aurora.  The  brig's  topsail  was  then  swung  ;  we  raised 
a  loud  cheer,  which  was  lustily  re-echoed  aboard  the 
whaler ;  and,  in  a  few  minutes,  the  Black  Watch  was 
heeling  over  from  the  breeze,  with  her  head  for  a 
course  that  was  to  carry  us  home,  and  one  of  my  new 
men  trotting  aloft  to  loose  the  main  topgallant-sail. 


On  this  same  day,  in  the  afternoon,  I,  with  two  of 
my  new  men,  very  carefully  took  stock  of  the  fresh 
water  aboard,  and  I  discovered  that  we  had  enough  to 
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carry  us  to  the  English  Channel.  This  discovery  was 
a  stroke  of  happiness.  I  had  allowed  for  a  long  pas- 
sage, knew  that  we  Avere  already  weedy  at  bottom, 
that  every  day  would  add  to  the  growths,  and  that 
before  we  were  up  with  the  equator  we  might  be 
sliding  very  thickly  and  sluggishly  through  the  sea. 
Spite,  however,  of  my  computation  of  long  days,  there 
was  fresh  water  enough  to  }deld  us  such  an  allowance 
as  no  man  could  grumble  at. 

The  men  shipped  from  the  whaler  proved  very 
good  seamen ;  all  four  Englishmen  were  Whitby 
men  :  they  were  held  together  by  that  quality  of  local 
patriotism  which  I  think  is  peculiar  to  our  country ; 
they  were  all  anxious  to  get  home,  and  owned  that  they 
had  intended  to  Am  from  the  Virginia  Creeper  at  the 
first  opportunity.  The  prospect  of  taking  up  three 
hundred  and  fifty  dollars  a  man  kept  them  very 
willing,  alert,  and  in  good  spirits.  One  of  them,  a 
man  of  about  forty,  with  iron-grey  hair,  who  boasted 
that  Captain  Cook  had  once  asked  him  the  time — 
when  and  where  I  forget — this  man  came  to  me  on 
the  Sunday  after  he  and  the  others  had  joined  my 
brig,  and  asked  me  to  lend  him  a  Bible,  I  lent  him  a 
Bible  that  had  belonged  to  Captain  Greaves,  and 
Jimmy  afterwards  told  me  that  of  a  dog-watch  this 
man  would  sit  and  read  out  of  the  Bible  to  his  mates, 
the  Kanaka  listening  very  attentively  and  occasionally 
interrupting  by  a  question. 
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All  this  Avas  as  it  should  be ;  I  had  been  living  and 
moving  for  weeks  in  intellectual  irons,  so  to  speak ;  as 
much  in  irons  as  the  figure  that  had  fallen  from  the 
gibbet :  I  had  gone  in  fear  of  my  life — could  never 
imagine  what  was  in  store  for  me  should  I  be  forced 
to  New  Holland  with  the  brig ;  had  for  weeks  and 
weeks  despaired  of  my  little  fortune  on  which  I  had 
counted  in  Greaves's  time,  upon  which  I  had  built 
such  fancies  of  happiness  as  would  visit  the  heart  of 
a  young  sailor.  Noiv  I  breathed  freely,  slept  without 
anxiety,  paced  the  deck  and  realised  that  every  fathom 
of  Avhite  wake  was  diminishing  the  vast  interval  be- 
tween home  and  the  situation  of  the  little  vessel.  I 
had  no  other  fears  than  such  as  properly  fell  under 
the  head  of  sea  risks.  These  I  must  take  my  chance 
of — fire,  the  lee-shore,  the  sudden  hurricane,  priva- 
teersmen,  the  Yankee  cruiser ;  but  the  direst  of  the 
items  of  the  catalogue  of  oceanic  perils  were  as 
naught  to  my  apprehension  after  what  I  had  suffered 
at  the  hands  of  Yan  Bol  and  his  men. 

We  rounded  the  Cape ;  we  crept  north ;  we 
hoisted  the  Dutch  flag  to  passing  ships  ;  the  stars  of 
the  south  sank ;  our  shadows  every  day  grew  shorter 
and  yet  shorter  at  noon,  and  all  went  well  Having 
but  six  men  of  a  crew  I  worked,  on  occasion,  as  hard 
as  any  of  them  ;  often  sprang  aloft  to  a  weather 
earring,  helped  to  stow  a  course  and  stood  a  trick  if  the 
fellows  had  been  much  fagged  by  the  weather.   Never- 
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theless,  though  I  was  very  often  full  of  business  and 
hurry,  I  found  plenty  of  leisure  for  the  enjoyment  of 
the  society  of  the  Lady  Aurora.  This  was  peculiarly 
so  in  the  line  weather  of  the  south-east  trades,  in  the 
calms  of  the  equatorial  zone,  in  the  steady  blowing  of 
the  north-east  wind.  She  persevered  in  her  English, 
and  many  a  lesson  did  I  give  her ;  she  recited  to 
me,  for  I  now  understood  the  Spanish  tongue  fairly 
well.  But  though  she  recited  with  great  power  she 
could  not  declaim  as  she  sang.  I  always  thought  her 
singing  beautiful  and  enchanting.  The  fiddle  to  which 
the  original  crew  had  been  used  to  dance  and  sing 
Jimmy  found  in  a  hammock ;  he  brought  it  aft,  and 
to  the  twang  of  it  the  senorita  would  again  and  again 
lift  up  her  voice,  her  large,  rich,  thrilling  voice,  to 
pleasure  me. 

One  day  we  sat  together  in  the  cabin.  We  were 
a  little  northward  of  the  Island  of  Madeira.  The 
weather  was  very  mild  and  fine,  the  time  of  year  the 
beginning  of  August.  I  had  been  reading  aloud  to 
the  girl  out  of  "  The  Castle  of  Otranto,"  and  she  had 
followed  me  very  closely,  interrupting  seldom  to  in- 
quire the  meaning  of  a  word.  When  I  had  done  she 
exclaimed — 

"  I  will  now  give  you  a  brave  recital.  You  shall 
enjoy  it.  I  have  seen  you  wear  a  red  silk  ker- 
chief; lend  it  to  me." 

I  fetched  the   kerchief  and   she  bound  it  round 
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her  head,  then  lifting  a  locker  she  drew  out  a 
tablecloth,  in  which  she  wrapped  her  figure  as  in  a 
sheet,  holding  the  folds  with  her  left  hand  and  leaving 
her  right  hand  free  to  gesticulate  with.  She  then 
declaimed  a  set  of  verses  written  in  the  jargon  of 
the  Spanish  gipsies  by  that  famous  poet  of  Spain, 
Quevedo.  It  was  a  very  fine  performance.  I  imder- 
stood  but  little  of  the  queer  dialect,  but  I  enjoyed  the 
rich  music  of  her  voice,  the  swelling  and  melting 
melodies  her  mere  utterance  gave  to  the  verses ;  I 
gazed  with  delight  at  her  impassioned  eyes,  and  at 
the  wild  romantic  figure  she  made,  draped  as  she  was 
in  a  sailor's  kerchief  and  a  cabin  tablecloth.  Was  it 
not  Nelson's  Emma  who,  with  a  scarf  only,  contrived 
a  dozen  different  representations  of  characters,  was 
fascinating  in  all,  and  so  pathetic  in  some  that  her 
audience  wept  ? 

"  How  do  you  like  me  as  a  Spanish  gipsy  ? "  said 
she  pulling  off  the  kerchief,  dropping  the  tablecloth, 
and  shaking  her  head  till  her  long  earrings  flashed 
again. 

"  So  well  that  I  want  more,"  I  answered. 

"  No,"  said  she,  *'  come  on  deck." 

She  put  on  her  hat,  I  carried  a  chair,  and  we 
seated  ourselves  in  the  shade  of  the  little  awning 
under  which  we  had  often  sat  and  gesticulated,  and 
endeavoured  to  look  our  meanings  in  Greaves's  time. 
But  now  she  spoke  English  very  well  indeed,  Avhilst 
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I  had  enough  Spanish  to  enable  me  to  converse  with 
her  m  that  tongue,  though  I  never  could  catch  the 
sonorous  note  of  it,  nor  give  the  true  twist  to  some  of 
the  words. 

We  sat  together.  The  brig  was  sailing  placidly 
over  a  wide  surface  of  blue  sea  ;  the  horizon  was  a 
bright  line  of  opal  against  the  dim  violet  of  the  distant 
sky,  and  abreast  of  us  to  larboard  was  a  full-rigged 
ship,  her  hull  below  the  sea  line,  and  her  canvas 
showing  like  little  puffs  of  steam.  The  Kanaka  was 
at  the  wheel ;  he  was  cook  indeed,  but  when  he  was 
done  with  the  caboose  I  put  him  to  the  ship's  work. 
One  of  the  sailors  who  had  charge  walked  in  the 
waist ;  the  other  three  were  variously  engaged. 

I  found  myself  gazing  very  earnestly  at  the  Lady 
Aurora,  and  thinking  of  her  and  of  nothing  but  her. 
I  was  still  under  the  influence  of  the  witchery  of  her 
recitation,  and  then  again  I  thought  I  had  never  seen 
her  look  so  handsome.  Am  I  in  love  with  you  ?  I 
wondered.  Thought  is  as  swift  as  dreams,  and  you 
may  dream  in  your  sleep  through  a  thousand  years  in 
the  time  of  the  fall  of  an  ash  from  the  grate  to  the 
hearth.  "  Am  I  in  love  with  you  ? "  I  said  to  myself, 
earnestly  regarding  her,  her  eyes  being  then  fixed 
upon  the  distant  sail.  "  I  have  a  very  great  mind  to 
offer  you  marriage.  What  will  you  say  if  I  propose 
to  you  ?  Will  your  eyes  flash,  and  will  you  show 
your  teeth,  or  will  you  put  on  one  of  your  tender- 
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brooding  looks  ?  I  have  often  thought  that  you 
would  make  as  fine,  useful,  accomplished  a  wife  as 
any  young  fellow  need  wish  to  live  gaily  and 
comfortably  with.  You  sing  deHciously.  I  don't 
doubt  you  dance  perfectly  well.  You  can  be  saucy 
and  quarrelsome  in  such  a  manner  as  to  lend  a  new 
flavour  to  sentiment.  You  have  a  stately,  handsome 
person  ;  you  are  extremely  well-bred,  I  am  sure.  I 
must  take  my  chance  of  your  relatives.  Some  of 
them  may  be  grandees — let  that  be  hoped  for  the  sake 
of  my  children,  who,  if  they  take  after  me,  will  wish 
to  be  respectably  connected.  I'll  offer  you  marriage," 
I  thought  to  myself. 

"  Our  troubles  are  nearl}^  at  an  end,"  said  I. 

"  It  is  time,"  she  answered,  keeping  her  eyes 
fastened  upon  the  distant  ship. 

"  \ye  have  been  very  closely  associated,  seiiorita." 

She  now  regarded  me,  and  for  an  instant  there 
was  a  peculiar  softness  in  her  gaze ;  she  then  seemed 
to  find  an  expression  in  my  face  that  alarmed  her ;  I 
saw  the  change ;  she  grew  nervous,  and  her  effort  to 
control  herself  confessed  her. 

"  Yes,  we  have  been  much  toofether,  Mr.  Fieldino*. 
I  shall  always  regard  you  as  the  saviour  of  my  life, 
and  never  shall  I  forget  your  gentle  and  courteous 
treatment  of  me." 

"  I  trust  you  never  will.  My  desire  is  to  live  for 
ever  in  your  memory." 
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She  looked  troubled  and  frightened,  and  then 
sorry,  as  though  she  had  pained  me. 

"  You  have  said  you  will  give  w^  the  sea  when  you 
arrive  in  England  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  shall  have  been  three  years  con- 
tinuously at  sea  when  I  reach  home.  I'll  take  a  house 
and  settle  down  ashore." 

"  Is  your  fortune  in  the  Spanish  dollars  all  that 
you  possess  ? " 

"  AIL  It  is  seven  thousand  pounds."  I  pro- 
nounced these  figures  with  emphasis. 

"  It  is  not  much,"  she  exclaimed. 

"  Indeed  !     I  think  it  a  very  good  fortune." 

"  For  a  single  man — si ;  but  put  it  out  at  interest, 
and  what  you  receive  shall  not  be  handsome.  Oh,  it 
is  a  fortune  for  a  bachelor — yes,  but  in  no  country, 
not  even  in  Germany,  would  it  be  regarded  as  a 
handsome  fortune  for  one  who  would  live  in  style. 
Vaya!  Have  I  not  advised  you  to  buy  a  ship  and 
trade  with  distant  nations,  and  end  your  days  as  rich 
as  a  prince  of  the  blood  royal  of  England  ? " 

"  I  do  not  intend  to  take  your  advice,"  said  I.  "  I 
will  not  risk  my  money  in  adventures.  What  I  have 
I  will  keep.  It  is  a  considerable  sum — it  is  enough 
for  two." 

She  slightly  shrugged  her  shoulders  again,  and 
turned  her  eyes  away  with  an  expression  of  concern. 
Suddenly  she  looked  fully  at  me ;  her  face  was  dark 
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with  a  blush  that  glowed  from  the  roots  of  her  hair 
to  the  rim  of  the  collar  of  her  dress;  I  could  not 
express  the  meaning  in  her  face  at  that  moment ;  I 
felt  it  without  understanding  it. 

"  When  I  am  settled  in  Madrid,  Mr.  Fielding,  you 
will  come  and  see  me,  I  hope  ?  Often,  I  trust,  will  you 
visit  me  ?  Who  more  welcome,  of  all  the  friends  of 
Aurora  de  la  Cueva,  than  Senor  William  Fielding  ?  " 

I  thanked  her,  with  slight  surprise.  I  had  ex- 
pected, fi'om  the  looks  of  her,  something  very  different 
from  this. 

"  Would  it  not  please  you  to  live  in  England  ? " 
said  I. 

''  Xo,"  she  answered  vehemently ;  softening,  she 
added,  "  my  establishment  will  be  in  Madrid." 

I  was  conscious  that  I  changed  colour.  I  looked 
at  her  hand — at  that  pretty  hand  of  be-ringed  fingers, 
on  which  very  often  had  I  admiringly  fastened  my 
gaze.     When  I  lifted  my  eyes,  she  faintly  smiled. 

"  Your  establishment  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Yes  ;  my  estabhshment." 

"  Do  you  mean  your  mother's  establishment  ?  " 

"  Ave  Maria  !  No.  My  poor  mother  !  Where 
is  she  ?  Ay,  ay  me  I "  she  cried,  looking  up  at  the 
sky  with  a  sorrowful,  admirably-managed  roll  of  her 
dark  eyes.  "  My  mother's  establishment  was  at  Lima, 
as  you  have  often  heard.  She  broke  it  up  on  the 
death  of  my  father  ;  and,  if  she  be  alive — oh,  may  the 
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Blessed  Yirgin  grant  it ! — she  will  live  with  me  at 
Madrid.  It  was  her  intention  to  dwell  with  us.  She 
is  growing  in  years  and  has  many  infirmities,  and  is 
unequal  to  the  fatigues  and  anxieties  of  an  establish- 
ment of  her  own.  But  of  whom  am  I  speaking  ?  She 
may  be  dead — she  may  be  dead  !  " 

"  Pray,"  said  I,  "  have  I  been  all  this  while  enjoying 
the  society  of  a  charming  woman  without  guessing  that 
she  was  married  ? "  and  here  my  eyes  sought  the  rings 
upon  her  left  hand  again. 

"  I  am  not  married,"  she  answered. 

"  Maybe,  then,  you  are  engaged  to  be  married  ? " 
said  I. 

She  made  me  a  low  bow,  and  held  her  head  down 
till  a  second  deep  blush  should  have  passed. 

"  I  make  you  my  compliments,  sefiorita,"  said  I, 
turning  in  my  'chair  to  look  at  the  ship  that,  by  head- 
ing on  a  more  westerly  course  than  ourselves,  was 
sinking  her  canvas. 

"  It  will  interest  you  to  know^,"  said  she,  "  that  I  am 
engaged  to  be  married  to  a  countryman  of  yours.  Do 
you  wonder  why  I  did  not  long  ago  tell  you  this  ?  I 
did  not  imagine  that  it  would  interest  you.  When  I 
embarked  at  Acapulco  I  Avas  proceeding  to  Madrid  to 
get  married.  I  had  known  Mr.  Gerald  Maxwell  only 
three  months — think  ! — when  we  were  affianced.  Do 
you  ask  if  he  is  a  good  Catolique  ? " 

"  I  ask  nothing,"  I  answered. 
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"  Oh  ! "  she  cried,  givmg  me  a  look  made  up  of  pity 
and  reproach — a  deuced  insufferable  look,  I  thought 
it — "  he  is  a  true  Catolique.  All  his  family  for  ages 
have  ever  been  of  de  ortodox  faith.  His  father  estab- 
lished a  rich  business  at  Lima,  and  his  son  came  from 
his  education  in  England  to  be  a  partner.  He  went 
to  M-adrid  last  year  to  represent  his  house  in  Spain. 
We  should  have  been  married,  but  my  mother's  grief 
would  not  allow  us  to  rejoice  ;  so  he  sailed  for  Europe, 
and  it  was  agreed  that,  when  my  mother  had  settled 
her  affairs,  she  should  follow  with  me.  Santa  Maria 
purissima  !     He  will  think  I  have  perished." 

All  this  is,  in  effect,  what  she  said  ;  but  her 
speech,  of  course,  did  not  flow  so  easily  as  you 
read  it. 

"  Did  your  friend,  Mr.  Gerald  Maxwell,  durmg 
his  three  months'  courtship,  teach  you  English  ? " 

"  No  ;  he  was  too  busy." 

"  In  those  months  he  was  too  busy  to  teach  you  a 
word  of  English  ?  " 

"  Ave  Maria !  Do  not  speak  angrily,  nor  lose 
your  temper.  Mr.  Maxwell  was  often  absent  for  days. 
He  had  no  opportunity  to  teach  me  English." 

"  That,  happily,"  said  I,  bursting  into  a  laugh,  "  was 
to  be  reserved  for  me." 

"  Oh,  Senor  Fielding,  you  have  been  so  good,"  she 
cried  in  Spanish  ;  and  then  she  laughed  loudly  also. 

"  'Tis  what  a  famous  poet  of  my  country,"  said  I, 
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"  has  termed  a  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion.  I 
am  pleased  to  have  taught  you  English." 

"  It  has  killed  the  time." 

"  Mr.  Maxwell  will  be  surprised  by  your  know- 
ledge." 

"  Senor  Fielding,  he  shall  thank  you." 

I  grinned,  walked  to  the  side  with  the  telescope, 
and  feigned  to  be  interested  with  the  distant  sail. 
Narrow  indeed  had  been  my  escape !  I  drew  more 
than  one  deep  breath  as  I  humbugged  with  the  glass. 
By  her  deep  blush  might  I  suppose  she  had  foreseen 
what  w^as  coming  and  had  arrested  it — just  in  time  ! 
I  felt  obliged  to  her.  But,  oh,  the  meanness  of  so  pro- 
longed an  act  of  secrecy  !  Oh,  the  treachery  of  it !  I 
thought,  when  I  reflected  on  what  had  passed  between 
us.  What  had  been  her  motive  for  not  long  ago 
telHng  me  that  she  had  a  sweetheart  and  was  going  to 
Madrid  to  be  married  to  him  ?  To  make  me  fall  in 
love  with  her  and  to  keep  me  in  love  with  her  so  as 
to  assure  herself  of  my  constant  courtesy  and  atten- 
tion, fearing  that  I  would  be  neither  courteous  nor 
attentive  if  she  told  me  she  was  engaged  to  be 
married  ? 

However,  I  found  out  that  night  when  I  paced  the 
deck  alone,  pipe  in  mouth,  that  I  had  mistaken — 
that  in  short  I  was  not  in  love  with  her.  This  was 
proved  to  my  satisfaction  by  my  quarter-deck  medita- 
tions  on   the   subject.     First,   she   was   a   Catholic ; 
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would  she  have  married  me  who  was  a  Protestant  ? 
No.  Would  I  have  surrendered  my  faith  for  her 
hand  ?  Xot  if  that  hand  had  grasped  and  proffered 
me  the  title-deeds  of  every  gold  mine  in  this  world. 
She  sang,  it  is  true,  in  a  very  heavenly  style,  but  was  she 
not  a  devil  at  heart  ?  Did  not  she  offer  to  stick  Yan 
Bol  and  the  others  in  the  back  ?  Did  not  she  secrete 
a  very  ugly,  murderous  weapon  about  her  fine  person  ? 
Not  for  the  first  time  did  it  occur  to  me  now  that  she 
was  a  very  likely  lady  to  poniard  her  husband.  One 
little  lit  of  jealousy  and  the  rest  would  briefly  work  out 
as  a  funeral,  a  handsome  3^oung  mourning  widow,  very 
regular  indeed  at  confession,  visited  once  a  week  by  a 
man  in  a  cloak,  who  presently  so  raises  the  price  of 
secrecy  that  by-and-  bye  she'll  have  to  do  for  Jmn,  too. 
Another  reflection  consoled  nie  :  in  a  few  years  a 
very  great  change  must  happen  in  the  Lady  Aurora's 
appearance.  The  Spanish  woman  is  like  the  Jewess  ; 
she  does  not  improve  by  keeping.  The  delicate  olive 
complexion  turns  into  a  disagreeable  wrinkled  yellow : 
the  pretty  shading  of  down  on  the  upper  lip  thickens 
into  a  moustache  considerable  enough  to  raise  the 
jealousy  of  a  Captain  of  Dragoons;  the  lofty  and  elegant 
carriage  decays  into  a  tipsy  waddle  ;  the  light  of  the 
eye  is  speedily  quenched ;  the  white  teeth  show  like 
the  keys  of  a  pianoforte ;  the  rich  singing  voice  may 
linger,  but  it  will  irritate  the  ear  of  the  husband  by 
its  association  with  noisy  quarrels. 
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These,  I  say,  were  reflections  wliich  vastly  sup- 
ported my  spirits  and  taught  me  to  understand  my- 
self ;  they  proved  that  my  love  for  the  lady  went  no 
deeper  than  an  eyelash  of  hers  measured,  and  before 
my  pipe  was  out  I  was  heartily  congratulating  myself 
on  Mr.  Gerald  Maxwell  havins"  come  first. 


CHAPTER    XXXII. 


MYXHEER   TULP. 


I  BROUGHT  the  brig  to  an  anchor  in  the  Small  Do^^ns 
ofl"  Sandown  Castle  towards  the  close  of  the  month  of 
August,  1815.  The  weather  in  the  Channel  had  been 
thick  :  I  had  shipped  a  couple  of  fishermen  off  Ply- 
mouth to  assist  in  the  navigation  of  the  brig,  and 
from  abreast  of  that  port  I  had  groped  the  whole 
distance  to  the  Downs  with  the  hand-lead. 

It  was  thick  weather  when  I  arrived  off  Deal :  the 
breeze  was  a  "  soldier's  wind "  for  the  Channel ;  I 
counted  five  vessels  only,  and  no  man-of-war  was  in 
sight  when  I  brought  up.  The  Dutch  flag  flew  at 
our  trysail  gaff-end,  and  our  decks  were  bare  of 
artiller}'  fi'om  stem  to  stem ;  for  on  entering  the 
Channel  I  had  caused  all  the  guns  to  be  struck  into 
the  hold  that  the  little  ship,  should  we  be  boarded, 
might  present  the  appearance  of  a  peaceful  trader. 

On  lettinsr  go  the  anchor  I  sent  two  letters  ashore 
by  a  Deal  boat :  one  was  for  my  uncle,  Captain 
p  2 
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Round,  who  I  had  learnt  from  the  boatmen  was  well 
and  hearty ;  the  other  was  in  the  handwriting  of 
the  Senorita  Aurora,  and  addressed  to  Mr.  Gerald 
Maxwell  at  Madrid.  It  was  soon  after  nine  in  the 
morning  when  we  brought  up ;  and  whilst  the  church 
clocks  of  Deal  were  striking  eleven  my  uncle  came 
alongside.  He  was  alone :  I  had  asked  him  in  a 
mysteriously  phrased  passage  of  my  letter  to  come 
alone ;  the  fellow  that  rowed  him  alongside  was  the 
decayed  waterman  who  had  opened  the  door  to  me 
that  night  when  I  visited  my  uncle  after  leaving  the 
Royal  Brunsiuicker. 

My  uncle  held  me  by  both  hands  for  at  least  five 
minutes.  The  whole  expression  of  his  lace  was  a 
very  gape  of  astonishment.  He  looked  me  all  over ; 
he  looked  the  brig  all  over ;  he  panted  for  words ; 
when  he  was  able  to  articulate  he  said,  "  Bill,  I 
thought  you  was  drowned  ! " 

"  You  got  my  letter  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  came  off  at  once." 

"I  sent  you  a  letter  written  at  sea  weeks  and 
weeks  ago." 

"  This  is  the  only  letter  I  have  received  from  you," 
said  he ;  and,  tremblino-  with  asfitation  and  excitement, 
he  pulled  out  the  letter  that  I  had  sent  ashore  that 
morning. 

The  sailors  were  watching  us,  and  my  uncle,  now 
that  he  had  his  voice,  shouted ;  so,  taking  the  dear 
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old  fellow  bj  the  arm,  I  carried  him  into  the  cabin, 
where  sat  the  Lady  Aurora  occupied  in  furbishing  up 
her  hat  to  fit  her  for  going  ashore.  My  uncle  started 
and  stared  at  her.  He  looked  plump  and  well-kept 
with  his  bottle-green  coat,  broad  -  brimmed,  low- 
cro^^med  hat,  and  boots  like  a  postillion's  of  that 
time.  His  face  was  jolly  and  rosy  despite  the  blue- 
ness  of  his  lips ;  he  seemed,  indeed,  more  weather- 
stained  and  sea-o-oino^  than  I,  as  thouofh  it  was  the 
uncle  and  not  the  nephew  who  was  just  returned 
from  three  years  of  the  ocean.  He  stared  at  the  Lady 
Aurora,  and  whipped  his  hat  oflP  and  bent  his  back  in 
a  bow  quick  mth  nerve.  The  lady  rose  and  curt- 
seyed. 

"  Your  wife,  Bill  ? "  said  he. 

"  Xo,  a  shipwrecked  lady.  We  took  her  off  a  rock 
in  the  South  Pacific." 

"  Off  a  rock !  Lord  love  you  all !  What's  next 
to  come  ? " 

"  Often  have  I  heard  Senor  Fielding  speak  of  you, 
Captain  Round,"  said  Miss  Aurora. 

"  Yes,  I  will  believe  that  of  Bill,  ma'am." 

"  I  am  shipwrecked,  indeed,"  she  exclaimed  with  a 
fine  arch  smile  and  flashing  look  that  carried  me 
deep  into  the  heart  of  the  Atlantic  and  Southern 
Oceans  ere  Gerald  Maxwell  Avas,  or  when,  if  he  had 
been  aboard,  he'd  have  seen  us  sitting  very  close  side 
by  side  over  a  lesson   in    English  ;    "judge   by   my 
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gown."  She  swept  it  at  the  knees.  "  I  am  not  fit  to 
be  seen." 

"  But  ye  are  then,  believe  me,"  said  my  uncle ; 
and  he  sidled  up  to  me  and  rubbing  my  arm 
with  his  elbow  muttered,  "handsomest  woman  I 
ever  saw  in  my  life.  Bill ;  if  she  ain't  the  Queen  of 
Spain " 

"  Seiiorita,"  said  I,  addressing  her  in  Spanish,  "  my 
uncle  and  I  will  talk  at  this  table ;  let  us  not  disturb 
you.     You  and  I  have  no  secrets — now." 

She  smiled  and  looked  grave  all  in  a  moment, 
slightly  bowed,  and  resumed  her  seat  and  her  work. 
And,  indeed,  I  minded  not  her  presence.  Much  that 
I  should  presently  say,  much  that  would  presently  be 
spoken  by  my  uncle,  must  be  as  unintelligible  to  her 
as  Welsh  or  Erse. 

We  seated  ourselves,  and  I  took  my  uncle  by  the 
hand  and  blessed  God  for  the  privilege  of  beholding 
him  again.  I  inquired  after  my  aunt :  she  was  well ; 
after  my  cousin :  hale  and  hearty ;  married  three 
months  since,  lived  in  a  small  house  at  Folkestone, 
whence  her  young  husband  traded  in  a  ship  of  which 
he  Avas  part  owner.  I  asked  after  Captain  Spalding. 
The  Royal  Brimsivicker  had  passed  through  the 
Downs  in  the  previous  December ;  my  uncle  had 
heard  nothing  of  her  since ;  he  had  written  to 
Spalding  that  I  was  drowned  after  having  been 
pressed,  and  whilst  being  conveyed  aboard  a  frigate 
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off  Deal.  He  had  claimed  my  wages  and  clothes  as 
next  of  kin,  and  Spalding  had  sent  him  what  was  due 
to  me  and  what  remained  of  my  togs.  I  asked  how 
many  men  of  the  frigate's  boat  had  perished;  he 
replied  only  one  man  was  picked  up — one  of  the 
pressed  men,  an  Irishman. 

"  That  was  the  fellow,"  said  I,  "  whose  behaviour 
led  to  the  disaster." 

I  had  many  more  questions  to  ask,  the  tediousness 
of  which  I  will  not  bestow  upon  you.  I  then  entered 
upon  the  story  of  my  own  adventures  from  the  hour 
of  my  leaving  his  house  on  that  black  night  of  storm 
and  thunder.  He  stopped  me  after  I  had  related  my 
gibbet  experience  to  tell  me  that  a  tall  woman,  dressed 
as  a  widow,  was  found  about  forty  yards  distant  from 
the  gibbet,  dead,  with  her  arms  round  the  ironed  body 
of  the  felon.  Miss  Aurora  looked  up  at  this ;  she  had 
heard  me  tell  that  story  of  the  gibbet  and  the  lightning 
stroke  and  the  mother.  She  looked  up,  I  say,  mut- 
tered, and  crossed  herself,  then  went  on  with  her 
work.  I  paused  to  think  a  little  upon  the  dead 
mother,  then  proceeded  steadily  with  my  story ;  when 
I  came  to  Greaves's  narrative  of  the  discovery  of  the 
dollar  ship  my  uncle's  eyes  grew  small  in  his  head 
with  the  intentness  of  his  gaze. 

He  seldom  winked :  he  breathed  small  and  faint 
until  I  described  the  discovery  of  the  dollars  and  their 
transhipment,    on  which  he  fetched  a  deep  breath 
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and  hit  tlie  table  a  sounding  blow  with  his  fist. 
Manifold  were  the  changes  of  his  countenance  as  I 
progressed ;  he  hved  in  every  scene  I  drew  ;  cursed 
Yan  Bol  and  his  crew  in  the  language  of  Beach 
Street ;  started  out  of  his  chair  to  grasp  the  Lady 
Aurora  by  the  hand  on  my  relating  her  share  in  the 
recovery  of  the  brig.  And  then  he  became  a  strict 
man  of  business,  his  jolly  face  hardening  to  the  rise 
and  pressure  of  his  old  smuggling  instincts  when  I 
spoke  of  the  chests  of  dollars  in  the  lazarette  and 
asked  him  to  advise  me  how,  Avhen,  and  where  to 
secretly  convey  them  ashore. 

"  Let's  have  a  look  at  'em,  Bill,"  said  he.  The 
excitement  was  gone  out  of  him  ;  he  was  as  cool  as 
ever  he  had  been  in  the  most  artful  and  desperate  of 
his  midnight  jobs.  I  took  him  into  the  lazarette  and 
between  us  we  handled  a  chest  of  about  three  thousand 
dollars  to  test  its  weight.  He  then  said — as  quietly 
as  though  his  talk  was  of  empty  casks  and  "  dead 
marines  " — "  The  money  must  be  got  ashore  to-night. 
It  mustn't  remain  aboard  after  to-night." 

"  How  shall  I  go  to  work  ?  " 

"  Leave  that  to  me." 

"  Who'll  receive  the  cases,  uncle  ? " 

"  I  will,  Bill." 

"  Sketch  me  your  idea  that  I  may  see  my 
way." 

"  I'll   go  ashore  now,"  said  he,  "  and  make  all 
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necessary  arrangements.  Keep  aboard  yourself  and 
don't  let  any  of"  your  people  leave  tlie  brig.  Tell  them 
we'll  pay  'em  off  at  my  house  to-morrow.  Destroy  all 
your  papers — see  to  that,  Bill.  The  moon's  old  and 
nigh  wore  out — it'll  be  a  dark  night,  raining  and 
squally,  I  hope.  You'll  have  a  lu?-ger  alongside  of 
you  when  it  comes  dark.  She'll  hail  you.  Her  name'll 
be  the  Seamen  s  Friend,  the  name  of  the  man  that 
hails  you  Jarvie  Files.  Trust  him  up  to  the  hilt,  Bill, 
and  leave  him  to  discharge  ye.  He  knows  the  ropes. 
Afore  midnight  them  chests,  to  the  bottom  dollar,'ll 
be  in  my  cellars." 

"  When  do  I  come  ashore  ?  " 

"  To-morrow,  Quite  coolly.  Bill.  Come  along 
with  your  men  and  bring  'em  to  my  house,  where  the 
money  in  English  gold  for  paying  'em  oft''ll  be 
ready." 

"  And  what's  to  become  of  this  brig  ?  " 

"  How  many  anchors  do  ye  hold  by  ?  " 

"  One,  uncle." 

"  Moor  her,  Bill.  You've  got  a  snug  berth.  She'll 
want  a  caretaker  till  that  there  Mynheer  Tulp  arrives 
and  settles  up.  She's  his  property.  And  the  sooner 
Tulp  arrives  the  better  for  all  parties." 

He  was  about  to  make  his  way  out  of  the  lazarette. 

"There  is  the  Spanish  lady,"  said  I.     "Will  j'ou 

take  her  ashore  and  find  her  a  home  in  your  house 

until  she's  fetched  ?     I'd  sooner  see  her  ^vdth  you  than 
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at  an  inn.  She  has  a  tongue.  Gratitude  will  keep 
her  quiet,  I  hope,  but  she  might  talk." 

"  If  you're  afraid  of  her  aren't  ye  afraid  of  the 
men  ? " 

"  No.  The  men  haven't  any  settled  notions  on  the 
subject  of  the  silver  cargo.  They  want  to  get  home, 
and  up  at  Whitby  they  may  talk  if  they  please.  The 
lad  Jimmy  will  hold  his  jaw.  I've  promised  to  take 
him  into  my  service.     He's  a  good  lad." 

Without  further  speech  my  uncle  got  out  of  the 
lazarette,  and  after  waiting  to  see  me  put  the  hatch 
on  and  secure  it,  he  stepped  up  to  the  Lady  Aurora, 
and  in  his  homely  manner,  that  nevertheless  borrowed 
a  sort  of  grace  from  the  warmth  of  his  heart,  he 
beofijfed  her  to  make  use  of  his  house  until  she 
heard  from  her  friends.  She  thanked  him,  gazed 
at  me  with  a  short-lived  look  of  confusion,  and 
said — 

"  Until  I  hear  from  Mr.  Maxwell,  until  I  receive 
communications  from  Madrid,  I  am  very  poor.  I 
wish  not  to  part  Avith  these  rings,"  said  she,  looking 
down  upon  her  hands  ;  "  I  wish  not  to  remove  them  ; 
and  my  earrings,"  continued  she,  with  a  shake  of  her 
head,  "  would  not  bring  me  nearly  money  enough  to 
buy  me  what  I  want." 

"  Leave  that  to  me,  ma'ajn,"  said  my  uncle ; 
"  name  your  figure  when  we  get  ashore.  There's  no 
luggage,  I  suppose  ?  " 
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"  Nothing  that  I  care  to  take,"  she  answered. 
"  Captain  Round,  I  will  ask  you  to  land  me  in  some 
secret  place  as  if  I  was  contraband,  and  show  me  how 
to  reach  your  house  by  the  back  ways.  I  do  not 
love  to  be  stared  at,  and  many  mocking  eyes  will  rest 
upon  me  if  I  appear  in  this  costume  in  your  public 
streets." 

"  You  shan't  meet  a  soul,"  answered  my  uncle,  "  if 
it  isn't  a  boatman  too  bleared  with  ale  to  observe 
more  than  that  you're  a  woman." 

She  put  on  her  hat  and  jacket,  then  stood  a 
moment  looking  a  slow  farewell  round  her ;  her  eyes 
met  mine,  and  she  turned  a  shade  pale  as  though 
from  an  emotion  to  which  she  could  not  or  would  not 
give  expression. 

"  I'll  not  say  good-bye,  Senor  Fielding,"  said  she, 
giving  me  her  hand. 

"  No  ;  we  shall  meet  again  to-morrow,  I  hope." 

The  three  of  us  went  on  deck.  My  uncle  called 
his  boat  alongside ;  Miss  Aurora  and  he  entered  her, 
and  they  shoved  off.  I  leaned  upon  the  rail  watching 
them  as  they  rowed  ashore.  The  boat  made  for  the 
beach,  a  little  to  the  northward  of  Sandown  Castle. 
There  was  no  play  of  surf  to  render  the  landing  in- 
convenient. My  uncle  helped  the  girl  out  of  the 
boat,  and  they  walked  off  across  the  sand-hills — those 
same  sand-hills  which  had  provided  me  with  my 
horrible  experience  of  the  gibbet. 
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But  the  gibbet  was  gone  ;  the  summer  sun  was 
shinmg  upon  the  grassy  billows  of  sand.  Afar, 
on  the  confines  of  that  hilly  waste,  were  many  trees, 
with  a  single  church-steeple  amongst  them — the 
shore  sign  of  the  old  town  of  Sandwich.  Over  the 
bows  ran  the  Avhite,  low  terraces  of  the  Ramsgate 
cliffs,  soaring  as  they  rounded  out  of  the  bay,  and 
gathering  a  milkier  softness  as  they  rose.  Abreast 
was  the  yellow  line  of  the  Goodwins,  and  yonder 
on  the  quarter  stretched  Deal  Beach,  rich  with  the 
various  colours  of  many  boats  hauled  high  and  dry. 
A  row  of  seaward-facing  houses  flanked  that  beach ; 
I  could  see  the  corner  of  the  alley  where  I  was 
gripped  by  the  j^i'ess-gang,  and  memories  of  after- 
days  swarmed  into  my  head. 

But  there  was  work  to  be  done ;  I  broke  away 
from  my  idle  musings,  and  ordered  the  men  to  moor 
ship  in  obedience  to  my  uncle's  instructions.  Cable 
was  veered  out,  and  a  second  anchor  let  go.  I  had 
found  a  bag  of  thirty-two  guineas  and  some  silver  in 
Greaves's  cabin  after  my  poor  friend's  death.  I  used 
this  money  to  settle  with  the  two  fishermen,  and  sent 
them  ashore.  I  then  hailed  a  galley,  and  despatched 
her  to  Deal  for  such  a  supply  of  fresh  meat  and 
vegetables  and  ale  as  would  give  all  hands  of  us  a 
good  dinner  and  supper,  and  when  the  punt  was  gone 
I  called  the  crew  aft,  told  them  that  I'd  take  them 
ashore  next  day,  and  pay  them  off  in  English  money 
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at  my  uncle's  house  near  Sandwich ;  I  also  thanked 
them  for  their  good  behaviour  during  the  long  passage 
from  the  Southern  Ocean,  and  shook  each  man  by 
the  hand  as  a  friend  who  had  served  me  very  honestly 
at  a  time  when  my  necessities  were  great. 

The  wind  shifted  during  the  day,  and  a  number 
of  ships  brought  up  in  the  Downs.  A  few  small 
craft  dropped  anchor  near  the  brig.  I  heeded  them 
not,  nor  the  bigger  vessels  beyond.  I  feared  only  the 
arrival  of  a  man-of-war,  and  the  being  boarded  by 
her  for  men.  In  the  afternoon  a  fine  ship-sloop 
passed  through  the  Gulls  heading  west ;  I  watched 
her  with  the  steadfast  eye  of  a  cat,  dreading  to 
behold  her  tall  breasts  of  topsails  suddenly  shiver  to 
the  wind,  her  loftier  canvas  vanish,  and  her  anchor 
fall.  She  foamed  onwards,  heeling  a  bright  line  of 
copper  off  the  Foreland,  and  vanished  round  that 
giant  elbow  of  chalk  with  her  yards  bracing  up, 
and  her  bowlines  tricing  out  for  a  "  ratch "  down 
Channel. 

When  the  evening  came  along,  the  dusk  was  deep 
but  clear.  There  was  no  wet ;  the  breeze  was  about 
south — a  steady,  warm  wind — a  six-knot  breeze.  The 
scene  of  Downs  was  very  dark  ;  you  would  think  it 
black  by  contrast  with  the  picture  it  makes  by  night 
in  these  times.  Ships  then  showed  no  riding  lights. 
Here  and  there  a  lantern  gleamed  from  the  end  of  a 
spritsail-yard,  from  the  extremity  of  a  mizzen-boom. 
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The  Goodwin  Sands  were  lampless,  save  in  the  far 
north,  where  burnt  the  spark  first  kindled  by  that 
worthy  Quaker  of  North  Shields,  Henry  Taylor.  The 
lights  of  the  little  town  of  Ramsgate  glowed  soft  and 
faint  upon  the  face  of  the  dark  heap  of  cHff  afar  ;  the 
lights  along  Deal  Beach  twinkled  windily.  It  was  a 
very  proper  night  for  our  adventure — dark,  and  but 
little  sea,  and  wind  enough. 

Shortly  after  six  bells — eleven  by  the  clock — I 
spied  a  shadow  to  windward,  drawing  out  of  the 
south.  The  dusky  phantom  came  along  slowly,  as 
though  she  took  a  wary  look  at  the  several  little  craft 
she  passed.  She  shaped  herself  out  upon  the  dark- 
ness presently — a  large  Deal  lugger.  When  she  was 
under  our  stern  she  hailed.  I,  who  had  been  im- 
patiently awaiting  the  arrival  of  this  vessel,  sprang  on 
to  the  taffrail  and  sang  out — 

"  What  lugger's  that  ?  " 

'*  The  Seamen  s  Friend,''  was  the  reply. 

"  Who  is  the  man  that  answers  ? "  I  called. 

"  Jarvie  Files." 

"  Right  y'are  !  "  I  cried. 

The  lugger's  helm  was  put  down,  and  she  came 
alongside.  One  of  my  Whitby  men  was  on  the  fore- 
castle, keeping  what  we  term  at  sea  an  "  anchor 
watch."     I  told  him  to  remain  forward. 

"  There  are  men  enough,"  said  I,  "  belonging  to 
the  lugger  to  answer  my  turn." 
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The  others  and  the  Kanaka  were  in  the  fore- 
castle asleep.  Jimmy  was  awake  in  the  cabin, 
where  the  lamp  was  alight.  Several  figures  came 
over  the  side,  and  one  of  them,  catching  sight  of  me, 
said — 

"  Are  you  Mr.  Fielding  ? " 

"  I  am." 

"  I'm  from  Capt'n  Round,  sir.  The  coast'll  be  clear, 
I  allow ;  but  we'll  have  to  look  sharp.  Where's  the 
stuff  ? " 

"  Follow  me,"  said  I. 

This  Jarvie  Files,  and,  perhaps,  five  others — men 
heavily  booted,  with  great  shawls  round  their  necks 
and  fur  caps  drawn  do^vn  to  their  eyebrows — tramped 
after  me  into  the  cabin.  Lanterns  were  ready.  I 
showed  them  the  hatch  of  the  lazarette  ;  and  in  about 
half-an-hour's  time  they  had  cleared  out  the  last  case, 
had  stowed  it  in  the  lugger  alongside,  and  were  hoist- 
ing their  sail.  Their  despatch  was  wonderful;  but 
they  were  of  a  race  of  men  who  had  been  disciplined 
into  an  exquisite  agility  in  the  art  of  dishing  the 
Revenue  by  the  barbarous  severity  of  the  laws  against 
smuggling  in  that  age.  I  watched  the  big  boat  haul 
her  sheet  aft  and  stand  away  with  her  head  to  the 
eastward.  She  blended  quickly  with  the  obscurity, 
and  I  lost  her.  I  guessed  she  was  feigning  a  "  ratch  " 
towards  the  Ostend  coast,  to  dodge  any  shore-going 
eye  that  may  have  rested  upon  her,  and  that  presently 
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she  would  be  shifting  her  hehn  for  Pegwell  Bay, 
where  carts  waited  to  convey  the  silver  to  my  uncle's 
house. 

I  went  into  the  cabin  when  I  lost  sight  of  her,  lay 
down,  and  slept  very  soundly  and  dreamt  happily.  I 
w\as  too  tired  to  rejoice ;  otherwise  I  should  have 
mixed  a  tumbler  of  spirits  and  lighted  a  pipe,  and 
enjoyed  the  luxury  of  a  long  contemplation  of  the 
successful  issue  of  Tulp's  expedition. 

I  awoke  in  the  gray  of  the  daw^n,  and,  going 
on  deck,  found  promise  of  a  tine  day.  I  searched 
the  shore  and  beach  down  in  the  bay  and  about 
the  river  with  the  brig's  telescope,  but  nothing  showed 
that  w^as  to  be  likened  to  the  lugger  of  last  night. 
After  breakfast,  the  AVhitby  men  came  aft  and  said 
they'd  be  glad  to  go  ashore  soon.  They  w^anted 
to  get  to  Ramsgate,  where  they  might  find  a  coalman 
bound  to  their  port.  I  answered  that  I  could  not 
leave  the  brig  until  a  caretaker  arrived,  and  that 
there  w\as  no  use  in  their  going  ashore  unless  I 
w^ent  with  them  to  pay  them  off  at  my  uncle's.  How- 
ever, half-an-hour  after  this  a  punt,  w^ith  a  big  lug, 
put  off  from  Deal  Beach,  and  blew  alongside  ^\ith  five 
men  in  her,  two  of  whom  came  on  board  and  said 
that  they  had  received  instructions  from  Captain 
Round  to  take  charge  of  the  vessel  whilst  she  lay  at 
anchor. 

"  All  right,"  said  I,  "  you  are  the  men  I  have  been 
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waiting  for,"  and  I  told  the  Whitby  fellows  and  the 
Kanaka  to  collect  their  traps  and  get  into  the  boat. 
I  then  took  Jimmy  into  my  cabin  and  gave  him 
several  parcels  of  Greaves's  effects  to  convey  to  the 
punt.  All  that  belonged  to  Greaves  I  took  :  I  cleared 
the  cabin  of  nautical  instruments,  books,  chrono- 
meters, and  the  rest,  and  left  nothing  but  dirt  and 
dust  for  old  Tulp.  I  then  got  into  the  boat  with 
Jimmy,  and  we  headed  for  the  beach. 

When  Miss  Aurora  went  ashore  her  gaze  had  been 
bent  landwards :  she  never  once  turned  to  take  a  fare- 
well look  at  the  old  brig  that  had  saved  her  life.  I 
could  not  blame  her.  She  had  had  enough  of  the 
little  ship.  For  my  part,  I  could  look  at  nothing  else 
as  we  rowed  to  the  beach.  I  had  not  been  out  of  the 
brig  since  I  had  landed  on  the  island  to  get  the 
dollars  out  of  the  cave.  For  many  long  months  had 
the  Black  Watch  been  my  home,  the  theatre  of  the 
most  dramatic  of  all  the  passages  of  my  life  :  she  had 
earned  me  a  fortune ;  she  had  rescued  me  from 
drowning ;  I  could  not  take  a  farewell  look  without 
affection  and  regret.  She  sat  very  light,  and  in  her 
faint  rolls  hove  out  a  little  show  of  grass  ;  but  her 
copper  was  cleaner  than  I  had  supposed.it.  Her  sides 
were  w^orn  and  rusty,  her  rigging  slack,  her  masts 
grimy,  her  whole  appearance  that  of  a  vessel  which 
had  encountered  and  victoriously  survived  some  very 
fierce  and  frightful  usage  in  distant  seas.  I  kept  my 
Q 


242  LIST,    YE  LAXDSMEXI 

gaze  fastened  on  her  till  the  keel  of  the  punt  drove  on 
to  the  beach. 

The  sailors  and  the  Kanaka  handed  their  chests 
over  to  the  landlord  of  an  ale-house  for  safe-keeping  ; 
I  then  gave  each  man,  and  drank  myself,  a  pint  of 
beer,  after  Avhich  we  trudged  off  towards  my  uncle's 
house.  We  talked  merrily  as  we  went ;  our  hearts 
were  filled  with  the  deliijhts  of  the  scents  and  sig-hts 
of  the  summer  land  ;  our  salted  nostrils  swelled  large 
to  the  sweetness  of  the  haystacks  and  the  aromas 
of  the  little  farmyards  and  orchards  we  tramped 
past :  no  man  would  smoke  that  he  might  breathe 
purely. 

My  uncle  awaited  us  :  my  aunt  gave  me  such  a 
hug  as  the  Prodigal  Son  would  have  got  from  his 
mother  had  his  father  been  out  of  sight.  I  asked 
after  Madam  Aurora  :  she  had  driven  to  Deal  that 
morning  to  shop,  and  as  she  had  borrowed  twenty 
pounds  her  shopping  might  probably  run  into  some 
hours.  It  was  one  o'clock :  a  hearty  meal  had  been 
prepared  in  the  kitchen  for  the  men,  and  whilst  they 
ate  I  dined  with  my  uncle  and  aunt  off  a  roast  leg  of 
pork  in  the  parlour  adjacent,  where  we  could  hear  the 
fellows'  gruff  voices  and  Jimmy's  bleating  laugh. 
The  chests  had  been  securely  landed,  Uncle  Joe  told 
me,  and  safely  housed  in  his  cellar.  The  silver  made 
five  loads.  They  asked  me  to  tell  the  whole  story  of 
the  discovery  of  those  dollars  over  again,  and  my  aunt 
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put  many  questions  about  the  Seiiorita  Aurora,  Avho 
she  declared  was  the  finest,  most  elegant,  and  genteel 
lady  she  had  ever  seen  in  her  life. 

When  we  and  the  men  had  dined,  my  uncle  called 
them  into  the  parlour  and  took  a  receipt  from  each  of 
them  for  three  hundred  and  fifty  dollars,  which  he 
paid  down  in  English  gold.  They  thanked  him  for 
his  hospitality,  begged  their  humble  respects  to  the 
Lady  Aurora,  wished  me  many  blessings,  and  with 
some  hair-pulling  and  scrapes  and  bows  got  out  of  the 
room  and  went  their  ways.  I  never  saw  or  heard  of 
those  honest  fellows  again,  though  I  learnt  that  on 
this  same  day,  after  leaving  us,  they  and  the  Kanaka 
took  a  boat  and  sailed  across  to  Ramsgate,  where,  no 
doubt,  they  found  a  north-country  collier  bound  to 
their  parts. 

Jimmy  had  brought  Captain  Greaves's  belongings 
under  his  arm  and  on  his  back,  the  others  carrying  a 
few  of  the  parcels  amongst  them.  My  uncle  and  I 
overhauled  the  poor  fellow's  effects,  and  then  sat  down 
to  talk  over  his  will,  to  write  a  letter  to  Mynheer 
Tulp,  and  to  consider  how  we  were  to  convert  what 
silver  belonged  to  me  and  to  Greaves  into  British 
currency. 

"  First  of  all.  Bill,"  said  my  uncle,  "  we'll  knock  off" 
a  letter  to  Tulp  and  send  it  away.     Let  him  fetch  his 
brig  and  his  money :  there'll  be  more  daylight  to  see 
by  when  they're  out  of  the  road." 
Q  2 
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So  I  took  a  sheet  of  paper  and  addressed  a  letter 
to  Mynheer  Bartholomew  Tulp  at  his  house  in 
Amsterdam,  his  residence  being  known  to  me  through 
perusal  of  Greaves's  papers.  I  stated  that  the  brig 
Black  Watch  had  arrived  in  the  Downs  on  the 
previous  day,  that  her  voyage  had  been  successful, 
that  the  cargo  was  housed  ashore,  and  that  Greaves 
had  died  during  the  passage  home  ;  and  I  begged  Mr. 
Tulp  to  lose  not  a  moment  in  visiting  me  at  my 
uncle's  house,  that  he  might  receive  what  belonged  to 
him,  for  peril  lurked  in  the  protracted  detention  of 
the  brig  in  the  Downs.  When  this  letter  was  written 
I  despatched  it  to  Sandwich  by  Jimmy,  that  it  might 
be  transmitted  without  delay. 

"  Tulp  will  take  his  dollars  at  his  own  risk,"  said 
my  uncle,  blowing  out  a  cloud  of  smoke  ;  "your  own 
dollars  and  the  silver  belonging  to  Greaves'll  have  to 
be  negotiated  cautiously ;  it's  a  lot  of  money  to  deal 
with,  and  it  mustn't  be  handled  in  the  lump.  We'll 
have  to  work  by  degrees  through  the  money-changers ; 
find  out  several  of  them  in  London,  and  deal  with  'em 
one  arter  the  other  at  intervals.  Then  we  may  make 
it  worth  the  while  of  the  smugglers,  some  of  my 
own  particular  friends,  to  relieve  us  of  a  chest  or 
two.  My  soii-in-law'll  take  some :  he's  often  trading 
Mediterranean  way ;  but  I'm  afeared  it  won't  do, 
Bill,  to  trouble  the  banks :  we  don't  want  any  ques- 
tions to  arise.     How  it  mici^ht  work  out  as  a  matter  of 
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law  I  don't  know  ;  safest  to  look  upon  these  here 
dollars  as  run  goods  and  treat  'em  accordingly." 

I  fully  agreed  with  him,  and  it  was  settled  that 
the  money  should  be  exchanged  in  the  manner  he 
proposed.  We  then  talked  of  Greaves's  will.  Indeed, 
we  talked  of  many  more  things  than  I  can  recollect. 
Nothing,  however,  coidd  be  done  until  Mynheer  Tulp 
turned  up.  Every  day  I  boarded  the  brig  and  saw 
that  all  was  right  with  the  dear  little  ship  ;  and  I 
remember  once  that  whilst  I  stood  with  the  Lady 
x\urora  and  my  uncle  on  Deal  Beach  viewing  the 
vessel  and  recounting  our  experiences  in  her  3'et 
again,  it  occurred  to  me  to  buy  her,  to  re-equip  her, 
put  a  good  sailor  in  command  of  her,  and  send  her 
away  to  make  a  rich  voyage  for  me.  I  smiled  when  I 
had  thus  thought ;  it  had  been  Miss  Aurora's  notion, 
and  had  she  consented  to  marry  me  I  daresay  I 
should  have  bought  the  brig.  But  I  said  to  myself, 
No ;  the  brig  is  not  Tulp's  to  sell ;  I  must  deal 
with  her  owner,  whose  curiosity  might  prove  in- 
conveniently penetrating :  I  have  my  money  and 
I'll  keep  it ;  and  so  I  dismissed  the  Black  Watch  as  a 
venture  out  of  my  head. 

One  day — I  think  it  was  about  a  week  after  I  had 
written  to  Amsterdam — I  returned  with  my  Lady 
Aurora  to  my  uncle's  house  after  a  morning's  stroll 
about  Deal.  I  heard  voices  in  the  parlour;  Miss 
Aurora  went  upstairs. 
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"  Who  is  here  ? "  said  I  to  the  old  chap  who 
opened  the  door. 

"  Mr.  Tulp,  from  Amsterdam,  sir,"  he  answered. 

On  this  I  knocked  upon  the  door  and  entered  the 
]>arlour. 

Had  I  Uved  with  Mynheer  Tulp  a  month  I  could 
not  have  carried  in  my  head  a  more  striking  image  of 
the  man  than  my  fancy  had  painted  out  of  Greaves's 
brief  description  of  him.  He  was  a  little,  w^ithered 
old  fellow,  a  mere  trifle  of  months,  I  daresay,  on  this 
side  seventy  ;  nose  long  and  hooked,  face  hollow  and 
yellow,  eyes  small,  black  and  down-looking,  though 
often  a  leary  lift  of  the  lids  sent  a  piercer  at  the 
person  he  talked  to ;  he  wore  a  wig,  and  was  dressed 
in  the  fashion  of  the  close  of  last  century.  He  was 
the  man  I  had  dreamt  of — the  substance  of  the 
phantom  I  had  beheld  when  I  looked  at  poor  Greaves, 
and  wondered  whether  his  dollar  ship  Avas  a  dream 
or  not. 

My  uncle  Avas  red  in  the  face  and  was  talking 
loudly  when  I  entered. 

"  So  1  Und  dis  vhas  Mr.  Fielding  ?  "  said  Mynheer 
Tulp  standing  up  and  extending  his  hand.  "  Veil,  I 
vhas  glad  to  see  you." 

He  uttered  even  this  commonplace  slowi}^  and 
cautiously  as  though  he  feared  his  tongue. 

"  Now,  Bill,"  cried  my  uncle,  "  I  want  you  to  show 
Greaves's  bond  to  Mr.  Tulp  ;   for  he  says  you  aren't 
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entitled  to  more  than  your  wages — not  even  to  them 
as  a  matter  of  law,  seemg  you  wasn't  shipped  by 
him." 

'*  I  tink  you  will  find  dot  right,"  said  Mynheer 
Tulp. 

I  carried  Greaves's  bond  as  well  as  his  will  in 
my  pocket ;  I  placed  the  bond  or  agreement  upon 
the  table,  and  Mynheer  Tulp,  picking  it  up,  put  on  a 
large  pair  of  spectacles  and  read  it  through. 

"  Dis  vhas  of  no  use,"  said  he. 

"  We'll  see,"  said  my  uncle. 

"  Understand  me,  Mr.  Fielding,"  continued  the 
little  Dutchman.  "  I  don't  mean  to  say  dot  you 
have  not  acted  very  well,  und  dot  you  vhas  not 
entitled  to  a  handsome  reward,  which  certainly  you 
shall  have  ;  but  vhen  you  talk  to  me  of  dirty  odd 
tousand    dollars — six    tousand    pounds    of    English 

money ! "  he  grinned  hideously  and  shrugged  his 

shoulders. 

"  What  would  you  consider  a  handsome  reward  ?  " 
said  I. 

"  You  vhas  second  mate.  I  learn  from  your  uncle 
dot  your  life  vhas  safed  by  my  brig.  Should  I  sharge 
you  mit  sating  your  life  ?  No.  But  it  I  vhas  you  I 
should  consider  der  sating  of  my  life  as  handsome  a 
reward  as  I  had  der  right  to  expect  for  any  services 
afterwards  performed.  But  mit  you,  my  good  young 
man,  I  goes  much  further.     You  have  navigated  the 
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brig  safely  home  mit  my  money,  iind  I  say  help  your- 
self, my  boy,  to  five  hundred  pounds  of  der  dollars 
before  I  takes  them." 

"  Before  you  takes  'em  ! "  cried  my  uncle.  "  You'll 
need  every  line-of-battle  ship  that  Holland  possesses 
to  enable  you  to  catch  even  a  glimpse  of  the  dollars 
afore  all  things  are  settled  to  my  nephew  Bill's  satis- 
faction." 

"  Vhat  vhas  your  name  again,  sir  ?  " 

"Captain  Joseph  Round." 

"  You  hov  der  looks  of  an  honest  man,  Captain 
Bound.     You  vould  not  rob  me  ?  " 

"  Not  a  ha'penny  leaves  this  house,"  said  my  uncle, 
"  until  Bill  here  has  taken  his  share  according  to 
your  skipper's  bond,  and  until  he's  deducted  the 
money  that  the  captain  has  left  by  will,  laAvfully 
signed  and  witnessed." 

"I  likes  to  see  dot  vill,"  said  Mynheer  Tulp, 
speaking  always  very  composedly,  and  occasionally 
snaj)ping  a  look  under  his  eyelids  at  one  or  the  other 
of  us. 

I  put  the  will  on  the  table.  He  picked  it  up  and 
read  it.  When  he  had  read  it  he  again  grinned 
hideously,  and  said — 

"  Your  name  vhas  Yilliam  Fielding  ? " 

"  Yes." 

"  Und  you  benefit  under  dis  vill  to  der  amount  of 
von  tousand  pounds  ? " 
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"  Yaw,"  said  I. 

"  Und  you  vitness  der  vill  dot  yhas  to  benefit 
you  ?  Shentlemen,  it  vhas  not  Yorth  the  paper  it 
vhas  wrote  on  " ;  and  he  threw  the  will  upon  the 
table. 

"  It  matters  not  one  jot,"  said  I,  who,  as  I  had  never 
attached  the  least  significance  to  the  legality  of  this 
sailor-made  will,  was  in  no  wise  astonished,  because  I 
reckoned  old  Tulp  perfectly  right.  "  About  forty-two 
thousand  pounds'  worth  of  the  thirteen  tons  of  doUai-s 
I  have  brought  home  for  you  at  the  risk  of  my  life 
I  keep,  Mynheer.  D'ye  understand  me  ?  I  keejj,  I 
say,"  and  I  repeated  the  sentence  thrice,  Avhilst  I 
approached  him  by  a  couple  of  strides.  "  Seven 
thousand  are  mine ;  the  rest  will  go  to  the  erection 
of  a  church." 

"  Der  money,"  said  Mynheer  Tulp,  without  irrita- 
tion, though  his  yellow  complexion  was  a  shade  paler 
than  it  had  been  a  little  while  before,  "  vhas  left  to  der 
Church  of  Englandt  ? " 

"  You  have  read  it,"  said  I. 

"Now,  shentlemen,"  continued  the  little  Dutch- 
man, "  dere  vhas  a  Church  of  Englandt,  certainly  ;  but 
dere  vhas  no  Church  of  Englandt  dot  a  man  can  leaf 
money  to." 

"  You  know  a  sight  too  much,"  shouted  my  uncle. 
"  The  money's  in  my  cellar,  and  there  it  stops  till  you 
settle." 
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"Der  Church  of  Englandt,"  said  Mynheer  Tulp, 
"vhas  a  smgle  body  dot  has  no  property.  You 
cannot  leaf  money  to  der  Cliurch  of  Englandt. 
Dot  alone  makes  my  poor  stepson's  vill  nooll  imd 
void." 

"  The  money  remains  where  it  is "  began  my 

uncle. 

"  Do  you  allow,"  I  interrupted,  "  that  Captain 
Greaves  has  a  right  to  his  share  ? " 

"  Do  I  allow  it  ?     Do  I  allow  it  ?  " 

"  You  allow  it.  He  could,  therefore,  do  what  he 
likes  with  his  share  ?  " 

"Dot  vhasnght." 

"  Do  you  know  that  he  washed  a  church  to  be 
built  as  a  memorial  to  his  mother,  who  was  your  wife, 
I  believe  ? " 

"  Dot  vhas  very  beautiful.  But  he  vhas  dead,  und 
dot  vill  vhas  not  vorth  the  inlv  it  took  to  write  out. 
I  vhas  next  of  kin,  und  I  takes  my  poor  stepson's 
share." 

When  he  had  said  this,  my  uncle  and  I  spoke 
together ;  and  from  this  moment  began  an  altercation 
which  I  should  need  a  volume  to  embody.  Tulp  lost 
his  temper ;  my  uncle  roared  at  him  ;  I,  too,  being 
furious  with  the  meanness  of  the  wretched  little  beast, 
often  found  myself  bawling  as  though  I  were  in  a  gale 
of  wind.  Tulp's  threats  flew  fast  and  furious.  Uncle 
Joe   snapped   his  fingers  under   his   long  nose,  ard 


MYNHEER   TULP.  251 

defied  him  in  a  voice  hoarse  and  faihng  with  exertion. 
I  began  to  see  the  idleness  and  the  absurdity  of  all 
this,  and,  throwing  open  the  parlour  door,  I  ex- 
claimed— 

"  Mr.  Tulp,  get  you  back  to  Amsterdam,  and  there 
sit  and  reflect.  When  you  come  into  our  way  of 
thinking,  ^vrite  ;  and  then  fetch  your  money.  Go  to 
law,  if  you  please.  The  Spanish  consignees  of  the 
dollars  will  thank  you." 

The  perspiration  poured  from  the  little  man's  face, 
and  he  trembled  violently.  His  yellow  complexion, 
under  the  pressure  of  his  temper,  w^hich  often  forced 
his  voice  into  a  shriek,  had  changed  into  several  dyes 
of  green  and  sulphur,  like  that  of  one  in  a  fit.  He 
stared  wildly  about  him  in  search  of  his  strange  little 
hat,  which,  however,  he  forgot  he  had  already  snatched 
up  and  was  holding. 

"  You'll  have  to  bear  a  hand  with  your  decision," 
cried  my  uncle,  whose  face  looked  almost  as  queer  as 
Tulp's,  with  its  purple  skin  and  blue  lips ;  "  they're 
beginning  to  ask  questions  about  the  brig,  and  if  you 
don't  send  for  her  soon  she'll  be  going  a-missing. 
You  know  what  I  mean.  The  Goodn's  are  handy, 
and  my  nephew  ain't  going  to  forfeit  his  rightful 
share  of  the  dollars  because  of  her.  The  recovery  of 
this  silver  is  to  be  more  than  a  salvage  job  to  Bill. 
There's  nigh  upon  forty  thousand  pound  belonging 
to  you  a-lying  in  my  cellars,  but  if  ye  aren't  quick  in 
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fetching  it  something  may  happen  to  obhge  me  to 
send  all  them  chests  out  of  my  house,  and  then  it'll 
be  no  business  of  mine  to  larn  what's  become  of 
'em." 

The  little  Dutchman,  now  perceiving  that  he  held 
his  hat,  clapped  it  on  his  head  and  ran  out  of  the 
room. 

We  heard  no  more  of  him  that  day ;  though  next 
morning  the  old  longshoreman  who  waited  upon  my 
uncle  said  that  he  had  seen  the  little  man  pass  the 
house,  pause,  walk  up  and  down  irresolutely,  then 
hurry  away  in  the  direction  of  Sandwich.  As  I  could 
not  get  to  hear  of  him  at  Deal,  I  guessed  he  lurked  in 
Sandwich,  and  caused  Jimmy  to  make  inquiries,  which 
resulted  in  the  discovery  that  Mynheer  Tulp  was 
stopping  at  the  Fleur  de  Lys  Hotel.  Three  days  after 
he  had  visited  my  uncle  he  wrote  to  offer  me  half  a 
ton  of  the  silver,  worth  something  over  three  thou- 
sand pounds,  on  condition  that  my  uncle  peaceably 
surrendered  the  rest  of  the  money  to  him,  and 
assisted  him  to  convey  it  to  Amsterdam.  I  answered 
this  by  repeating  my  uncle's  threat,  that  if  very 
shortly  he  did  not  agree  to  my  terms  the  silver 
would  be  removed,  my  uncle  would  have  no  know- 
ledge of  its  whereabouts,  and  I  myself  would  go 
abroad. 

On  the  morning  following  the  despatch  of  this 
missive,  Miss  Aurora  received  a  letter ;  she  read  it, 
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and  uttered  a  loud  shriek,  fell  off  her  chair  at  the 
breakfast  table  round  which  we  were  seated,  and  lay 
upon  the  floor  in  a  dead  swoon.  AVe  thought  she 
had  died,  and  our  fright  was  extreme.  We  picked 
her  up  and  placed  her  upon  a  sofa,  and  went  to  work 
to  recover  her.  Presently  her  sighs  and  moans 
satisfied  us  that  she  was  not  dead.  I  glanced  at  the 
letter  she  had  received ;  it  was  in  Spanish.  I  took 
the  liberty  of  looking  a  little  closely ;  it  was  signed 
by  the  Senora  de  la  Cueva. 

"  She  has  heard  from  her  mother  !  "  I  cried. 

She  rallied  presently,  and  then  followed  a  scene 
scarcely  less  exciting  in  its  way  than  the  shindy  that 
had  attended  the  visit  of  Mynheer  Tulp.  Miss 
Aurora  read  the  letter  aloud ;  and  as  she  read  she 
wept,  then  burst  into  fits  of  laughter,  sprang  about 
the  room,  sat  again,  continued  to  read,  interrupting 
■herself  often  by  clasping  her  hands,  lifting  them  to 
the  ceiling,  raising  her  streaming  eyes,  and  thanking 
the  Holy  Mother  of  God  for  this  act  of  mercy  in 
utterance  so  impassioned  that  the  like  of  it  was  never 
heard  off  the  stage. 

My  homely  uncle,  my  yet  homelier  aunt  looked 
on,  scarcely  knowing  whether  to  shed  tears  or 
to  laugh.  I  was  very  used  to  her  ladyship's  per- 
formances, but  there  was  something  in  this  exhibition 
of  ecstasy  that  went  far  beyond  anything  I  had  ever 
beheld  in  her. 
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"  I  rejoice  indeed  to  learn  that  the  seiiora  is  safe," 
said  I. 

"  Oh,  it  is  a  miracle  !  a  miracle  !  "  she  cried ;  and 
then  she  wept  and  laughed  and  carried  on  as  before, 
reading  aloud  in  Sj)anish,  and  lifting  up  her  eyes  in 
gratitude  to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

At  last  she  calmed  down,  and  we  conversed 
Avithout  the  interruption  of  emotional  outbreaks.  Her 
mother  gave  no  particulars  of  her  deliverance.  Mr. 
Maxwell  had  received  Aurora's  letter  ;  he  was  ill  in 
his  bed,  therefore  she,  the  senora,  had  made  her  way 
to  London — choosing  that  port  instead  of  Falmouth, 
because  of  the  situation  of  Deal — intending  to  proceed 
to  SandAvich.  But  her  infirmities  had  overwhelmed 
her ;  the  fatigue  of  the  journey  had  been  so  great 
that  she  was  unable  to  leave  her  room  in  London. 
Her  daughter  must  come  to  her,  and  without  an 
instant's  delay. 

Within  three  hours  of  the  receipt  of  this  letter  my 
uncle  drove  the  Lady  Aurora  and  me  over  to  Deal, 
where  we  saw  her  safely  into  the  London  coach.  She 
had  said  many  kind  things  to  me  as  we  drove  to  Deal, 
had  taken  my  hand  and  pressed  it  whilst  she  thanked 
me  for — but  what  does  it  matter  how  and  for  Avhat 
this  young  lady  thanked  me  ?  She  tried  to  exact 
many  promises ;  I  made  none.  Before  she  stepped 
into  the  coach  she  seized  my  hand,  looked  at  me 
hard,  and  her  fine  eyes  swam.      iSothing  was  said; 
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she  took  her  seat ;  I  and  my  uncle  stood  apart 
waiting  whilst  the  coachman  gathered  his  reins  and 
prepared  for  the  start.  The  horses'  heads  were  then 
let  go,  I  raised  ray  hat,  the  coach  drove  off,  and  I  saw 
no  more  of  the  Senorita  Aurora  de  la  Cueva.  I  say  I 
saw  no  more  of  her ;  in  truth,  though  I  once  again 
heard  of  her  I  never  received  a  single  line  from  her. 
And  possibly  I  should  never  have  heard  of  her  again 
but  for  her  sending  from  Madrid  a  draft  for  the 
money  she  had  borrowed  from  Uncle  Joe.  She  warmly 
and  gracefully  thanked  Captain  and  Mrs.  Round  for 
their  hospitality,  begged  them  to  remember  her  most 
gratefully  to  her  valued  and  valiant  friend  their 
nephew,  and  then,  so  far  as  I  was  concerned,  the 
curtain  fell  upon  her  for  ever. 

Mynheer  Bartholomew  Tulp  lurked  through  a  long 
week  at  Sandwich.  In  that  week  he  sent  me  four 
letters  and  each  letter  contained  a  fresh  proposal.  I 
sent  a  single  reply :  that  every  proposal  must  be 
hugely  preposterous  unless  it  went  on  all  fours  with 
Greaves's  will  and  the  agreement  with  me.  He  was 
seen  on  several  occasions  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
the  house :  once  Jimmy  perceived  him  looking  in 
at  the  gate,  and  supposed  that  he  meant  to  call ; 
but  the  Httle  man  made  off  on  finding  himself 
observed. 

At  last  at  the  expiration  of  nine  or  ten  days — and 
this  brought  us  to  a  Monday — I  received  a  letter  from 
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Mynheer  Tulp.  AVe  were  at  dinner  at  the  time  :  my 
uncle  cried  out — 

"  What  does  he  say,  Bill  ?  Willing,  perhaps,  to 
spring  another  hundred  pound  ?  " 

I  read  the  letter  aloud :  it  was  well  expressed,  in 
good  English.  Mynheer  said  he  had  thought  the 
matter  over  and  Avas  prepared  to  settle  with  me  on  my 
own  terms.  He  admitted  that  I  had  a  right  to  the 
share  which  Van  Laar  would  have  received:  that 
Greaves's  signature  to  the  will  indicated  his  wishes 
as  to  the  disposal  of  his  money,  which  of  course  he 
would  have  received  as  his  share  of  the  venture 
had  he  lived.  Would  I  permit  him  to  call  upon 
me  ? 

I  immediately  despatched  Jimmy  with  an  answer, 
and  in  half-an-hour's  time  the  little  Dutchman  was 
seated  in  my  uncle's  parlour.  He  was  submissive, 
and  in  his  wary  way  apologetic.  Yet,  though  he 
had  come  to  confirm  the  terms  of  his  own  letter  to 
me,  midnight  was  striking  before  every  point  was 
settled.  His  rapacity  was  shark-like.  It  cost  my 
uncle  and  me  above  an  hour  to  make  the  little  man 
agree  to  call  the  value  of  the  dollar  four  shillings. 
He  disputed  long  and  shrilly  over  a  small  share  that 
I  claimed  for  the  honest  lad  Jimmy.  He  opposed  the 
repayment  of  the  wages  of  the  Whitby  men  and  the 
Kanaka  out  of  the  common  stock,  as  though  he 
believed  that  my  uncle  would  bear  that  charge  1     He 
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was  nearly  leaving  the  house  on  the  question  of  the 
sum  due  to  Jarvie  Files  and  his  men  for  "  running  " 
the  dollars.  He  insisted  that  my  money  and  Greaves's 
should  bear  a  proportion  of  the  loss  of  the  three  tons 
of  silver  stolen  by  Yan  Bol  and  his  crew.  He  grew 
furious  when  my  uncle  insisted  upon  charging  him 
for  storage  and  risk,  and  thrice  in  that  discussion 
arose  to  go. 

But  by  midnight,  as  I  have  said,  all  Avas  settled. 
He  now  asked  leave  to  live  in  the  house  until  he  could 
remove  his  money  to  the  brig,  in  which  he  proposed 
to  sail  to  Amsterdam,  taking  with  him  for  a  crew  the 
men  of  the  Seamen  s  Friend.  My  uncle  told  him  he 
would  be  welcome,  giving  me  at  the  same  time  a  wink 
of  deep  disgust  at  the  motive  of  the  old  chap's  request. 
It  took  us  several  days  to  count  the  dollars,  and  all 
the  while  little  Bartholomew  Tulp  sat  looking  on. 
AYhat  was  left .  as  his  share  after  deductions  I  never 
heard :  it  came,  I  believe,  near  to  fifty  thousand 
pounds.  When  the  division  was  made  he  went  on 
board  the  brig  ;  Jarvie  Files  and  his  men  carried  his 
chests  to  the  Black  Watch  in  the  dead  of  night,  and 
when  next  morning  I  went  do^vn  to  the  beach  to  look 
for  the  now  familiar  figure  of  the  brig  riding  to  her 
two  anchors,  her  place  was  empty. 

This,  then,  is  the  story  of  Greaves's  discovery,  and 
of  the  part  I  played  in  it.     Of  Yan  Bol  and  his  men  I 
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heard  nothing  for  eighteen  months :  I  then  got  a 
letter  from  Captain  Horsley,  dated  at  Whitby,  He 
had  touched  at  Amsterdam  Island,  found  no  signs  of 
Yan  Bol  and  his  party,  then  dug  in  the  place  I  had 
indicated  without  finding  the  silver.  There  Avas  no 
look  of  the  earth  having  been  turned  up  in  that  place. 
A  gale  of  wind  blew  him  off  the  island  ;  then  a  fort- 
night later  he  spoke  a  ship  bound  to  Sydney,  New 
South  Wales,  and  learnt  from  her  that  she  had  picked 
up  a  party  of  seamen  sixty  leagues  eastward  of 
Amsterdam  Island  :  they  were  six  men,  three  of  them 
in  a  dying  condition  for  want  of  water.  He  had  no 
doubt,  and  neither  had  nor  have  I,  that  they  were 
Yan  Bol  and  his  mates ;  but  what  had  the  wretches 
done  with  the  three  tons  of  dollars  ? 

Did  I,  when  we  had  exchanged  the  large  sum  of 
doUars  into  English  money,  did  I  procure  the  erection 
and  endowment  of  a  church  in  accordance  with  the 
wishes  of  Michael  Greaves  ?  I  answer  yes  ;  most  piously 
and  anxiously  did  I  fulfil  my  friend's  dying  wish.  Will 
I  tell  you  the  name  of  the  church  and  where  it  is 
situated  ?  No ;  I  have  worshipped  in  it,  but  I  will 
not  tell  you  its  name  and  where  it  is  situated,  because 
this  book  is  a  confession,  and  I  am  informed  that  if 
the  descendants  or  inheritors  of  the  Spanish  con- 
signees or  the  owners  of  the  dollars  learnt  that 
a  church  had  been  built  out  of  the  money,  they 
could  and  might   advance  a    claim  that  would  give 
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all   concerned    in    that   church    on    this    side    great 
trouble. 

One  little  memorial  I  erected  at  my  own  expense  : 
it  long  stood  in  the  garden  of  the  house  in  which  I 
dwelt  for  many  j^ears  ;  need  I  tell  you  that  it  was  a 
memorial  to  my  well-beloved,  faithful,  deeply-mourned 
Galloon  ? 


THE    END. 
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Ohio,  The  New.     A  Story  of  East  and  West.     By  Edward  Everett 

Hale.     6s. 
Oil  Painting,  A  Manual  of.     By  the  Hon.  John  Collier.    2s.  6d. 
Orchid     Hunter,    Travels   and    Adventures    of    an.       By   Albert 

MiLLiCAN.     Fully  Illustrated.     12s.  6d. 
Our  Own  Country.    Six  Vols.    With  1,200  Illustrations.    7s.  6d.  each. 
Out  of  the  Jaws  of  Death.     By  Frank  Barrett.     In  One  Vol..  6s. 
Painting,  The  English   School  of.      Cheap  Edition.     3s.  6d. 
Painting,  Practical  Guides  to.     With  Coloured  Plates  : — 


Marine  Painting.    5s. 
Animal  Painting.      5s. 
China  Painting.    5s. 
Figure  Painting.    7s.  6d. 
Elementary    Flower    Paint- 
ing.   3s. 


Tree  Painting.    5s. 
Water-Colour  Painting.  5s. 
Neutral  Tint.    5s. 
Sepia,  in  Two  Vols.,  3s.  each  ;  or 

in  One  Vol.,  5s. 
Flowers,  and  How  to  Paint 

Them.     5s. 


Peoples  of  the  World,  The.     In  Six  Vols.     By  Dr.  Robert  Brown. 

Illustrated.     7s.  6d.  each. 
Perfect  Gentleman,  The.  By  the  Rev.  A.  Smythe-Palmer,  D.D.  3s.  6d. 
Phillips,    Watts,    Artist    and    Playwright.       By    Miss    E.    Watts 

Phillips.    With  32  Plates.     los.  6d. 
Photography  for  Amateurs.      By  T.  C.  Hepworth.      Enlarged  and 

Kez'ised  Edition.     Illustrated,     is. ;  or  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Phrase  and  Fable,  Dictionary  of.     By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer.     Cheap 

Edition,  Enlarged,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  or  with  leather  back,  4s.  6d. 
Physiology  for  Students,  Elementary.     By  A.  T.  Schofield,  M.D., 

M.R.C.S.,  &c.     Illustrated.     7s.  6d. 
Picturesque  America.     Complete  in  Four  Vols.,  with  48  Exquisite  Steel 

Plates  and  about  800  Original  Wood  Engravings.     £2  2s.  each. 
Picturesque  Canada.    With  600  Original  Illustrations.  Two  Vols.    £6  6s. 

the  Set. 
Picturesque    Europe.       Complete    in     Five    Vols.      Each     containing 

13   Exquisite   Steel   Plates,  from  Original   Drawings,  and  nearly  200 

Original   Illustrations.     Cloth,   £21;  half-morocco,  £31   los.  ;  morocco 

gilt,  £52  los.    Popular  Edition.     In  Five  Vols.,  i8s.  each. 
Picturesque  Mediterranean, The.  With  Magnificent  Original  Illustrations 

by  the  leading  Artists  of  the  Day.  Complete  in  Two  Vois.  £225.  each. 
Pigeon  Keeper,  The  Practical.  By  Lewis  Wright.  Illustrated.  3s.  6d. 
Pigeons,  The  Book  of     By  Robert  Fulton.     Edited  and  Arranged  by 

L.  Wright.  With  50  Coloured  Plates,  31s.  6d.  ;  half-morocco,  £2  2s. 
Pity  and  of  Death,  The  Book  of.     By  Pierre  Loti.     Translated  by 

T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P.    5s. 
Playthings  and  Parodies.     Short  Stories  by  Barry  Pain.     5s. 
Poems,  Aubrey  de  Vere's.  A  Selection.    Edited  by  J.  Dennis.   3s.  6d. 
Poetry,  The  Nature  and  Elements  of.     By  E.  C.  Stedman.     6s. 
Poets,  Cassell's  Miniature  Library  of  the.     Price  is.  each  Vol. 
Portrait  Gallery,  The  Cabinet,   First,  Second,  and  Third  Series,  each  con- 
taining 36  Cabinet  Photographs  of  Eminent  Men  and  Women.     With 

Biographical  Sketches.    15s.  each. 


Selections  from  Cassell  #  Company* s  PuhlieaHons.         " 

Poultry  Keeper,  The  Practical.     By  L.  Wright.     Illustrated.  3s.  6d. 

Poultry,  The  Book  of.    By  Lewis  Wright.    Popular  Edition.    10s.  6d. 

Poultry,  The  Illustrated  Book  of.  By  Lewis  Wright.  With  Fifty 
Coloured  Plates.     New  and  Revised  Edition.     Cloth,  31s.  6d. 

Queen  Summer  ;  or,  The  Tourney  of  the  Lily  and  the  Rose,  With  Forty 
Pages  of  Designs  in  Colours  by  Walter  Crane.     6s. 

Queen  Victoria,  The  Life  and  Times  of.  By  Robert  Wilson.  Com- 
plete in  Two  Vols.     With  numerous  Illustrations,     gs.  each. 

Rabbit-Keeper,  The  Practical.    By  Cuniculus.     Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

Raffles  Haw,  The  Doings  of.     By  A.  Conan  Doyle.     5s. 

Railway  Guides,  Official  Illustrated.  With  Illustrations,  Maps,  &c. 
Price  is.  each;  or  in  cloth,  2S.  each. 


Great  Eastern  Railway, 
Great  Northern  Railway. 
London,   Brighton    and    South 

Coast  Railway. 
London     and     North-Western 

Railway. 
Rovings  of  a  Restless  Boy,   The 

trated.     5s. 
Railw^ay  Library,  Cassell's.    Crown  8vo,  boards,  2S.  each, 


Great  Western  Railway. 
London     and     South-Western 

Railway. 
Midland  Railway. 
South-Eastern  Railway. 
By  Katharine  B.  Foot.     IIlus- 


Metzerott,  shoemaker.  By  Kath- 
arine P.  Woods. 

David  Todd.    By  David  Maclure. 

the  Astonishing  History  of  Troy 
Town.    By  Q. 

The  Admirable  Lady  Biddy  Fane. 
By  Frank  Barrett. 

commodore  Junk.    ByG.  Manville 
Fenn. 

ST.  cuthbert's  tower.    By  Flor- 
ence Warden. 

The  Man  with  a  Thumb.    By  Bar- 
clay North. 

By     RIGHT     not     Law.      By     R. 
Shf.rard. 

Within  Sound  of  the  Weir.       By 
Thomas  St.  E.  Hake. 

Under  a  Strange  Mask.  By  Frank 
Barrett. 

The  coomesberrow  Mystery.    By 
James  Colwall. 

Dead  Man's  Rock.    By  g. 

A  Queer  Race.    By  W.  Westall. 

Captain  Trafalgar.    By  Westall 
and  Laurie. 

Redgrave,  Richard,  C.B.,  R.A. 
By  F.  M.  Redgrave,    ios.  6d. 

Rivers   of   Great    Britain  :     Descriptive,  Historical,  Pictorial. 

The  Royal  River  :    The  Thames,  from  Source  to  Sea.      Popular 

Edition,  i6s. 
Rivers   of   the   East  Coast.      With   highly   finished   Engravings. 
Popular  Edition,  i6s. 

Robinson   Crusoe,    Cassell's    New   Fine-Art    Edition     of.      With 
upwards  of  100  Original  Illustrations.      7s.  6d. 

Romance,  The  World  of.     Illustrated.     Clo;h,  gs. 

Russo-Turkish  War,  Cassell's   History  of.     With   about   500   Illus- 
trations.    Two  Vols.      gs.  each. 

Salisbury  Parliament,  A  Diary  of  the.     By  H.  W.  Lucy.     Illustrated 
by  Harry  Furniss.     21s. 

Saturday  Journal,  Cassell's.     Yearly  Volume,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 

Scarabaeus.     The  Stcry  of  an  African  Feeile.     By  the  Marquisk  Clara 
Lanza  and  James  Clarbnce  Har\  ;:y.    Cloth,  5s. 


THE  PHANTOM  CITY.  By  W.  WESTALL. 

Jack  Gordon,  knight  Errant, 
Gotham,  18S3.  By  Barclay 
North. 

The  Diamond  Button.  By  Barclay 
North. 

Another's  Crime.  By  Julian  Haw- 
thorne. 

The  Yoke  of  the  Thorah.  By 
Sidney  Luska. 

Who  is  John  noman?    By  Charles 

HENRY  BECKETT. 

The  Tragedy  of  Brinkwater.   By 

Martha  k.  moodey. 
An  A.MERICAN  Penman.    By  Julian 

Hawthorne. 
Section  558;  or.  The  Fatal  Letter. 

By  Julian  Hawthorne. 
The  Brown  Stone  Boy.    By  W.  H. 

Bishop. 
A    Tragic    Mystery.      By  Julian 

Hawthorne. 
The    Great    Bank    Robbery.     By 

Julian  HA\\"rHORNE. 

Memoir.     Compiled  fiom  his  Diarj'. 


Selections  from  Cassell  ^  Company  :  Publications. 

Science   for  All.     Edited  by  Dr.  Robert  Brown.     Revised  Edition. 

Illustrated.      Five  Vols.     gs.  each. 
Science,  The  Year  Book  of.      Edited  by  Prof.  Bonney,  F.R.S.    7s.  6d. 
Sculpture,  A  Primer  of.  By  E.Roscok  MuLLiNS.With  Illustrations.  2s.6d. 
Sea,  The:    Its  Stirring  Story  of  Adventure,   Peril,  and   Heroism. 

Bv  F.  Whymper.     With  400  Illustrations.     Four  Vols.     7s.  6d.  each. 
Shadow  of  a  Song,  The.     A  Novel.     By  Cecil  Harley.     5s. 
Shaftesbury,  The  Seventh  Earl  of,  K.G.,  The  Life  and  Work  of.  By 

Edwin  Hoddhr.     Cheap  Edition.    3s.  6d. 
Shakespeare,  The    Plays  of.     Edited   by   Professor   Henry   Morley. 

Complete  in  Thirteen  Vols.,  cloth,  2is.  ;  hall-morocco,  cloth  sides,  42s. 
Shakespeare,  Cassell's  Quarto   Edition.     Containing  about  600  Illus- 
trations by  H.  C.  Selous.     Complete  in  Three  Vols.,  cloth  gilt,  £3  3s. 
Shakespeare,   Miniature.     Illustrated.     In  Twelve  Vols.,  in  box,  I2S. ; 

or  in  Red  Paste  Grain  (box  to  match),  with  spring  catch,  2is. 
Shakspere,  The  International,     tdttion  de  Luxe. 

"  KING  HENRY  VIII."     Illustrated  by  Sir  James  Linton,  P.R.I, 
(Price  on  amplication.) 

••OTHELLO."     Illustrated  by  Frank  Dicksee,  R.A.     £3  los. 

"  KING  HENRY  IV."     Illustrated  by  Eduard  GrOtzner.  £3  los. 

•'AS  YOU  LIKE  IT."     Illustrated  by  Emile  Bayard.  £3  los. 

••ROMEO  AND  JULIET."  Illustrated  by  F.  Dicksee,  R.A.   Is  now 
out  of  print,  and  scarce. 
Shakspere,    The    Leopold.      With    400    Illustrations.     Cheap  Edition. 

3s.  6d.     Cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s.  ;   Roxburgh,  7s.  6d. 
Shakspere,    The    Royal.     With   Steel    Plates  and   Wood   Engravings. 

Three  Vols.     15s.  each. 
Sketches,   The    Art   of    Making   and    Using.      From  the   French  of 

G    F'AiP'  NT.     By  Claka  Bell.     With  so  Iilustrati>ns.     2S.  6d. 
Smuggling  Days  and  smuggling  Ways  ;  or.  The  Story  of  a  Lost 

Art.      By   Commander  the    Hon.    Henry    N.   Shore,  R.N.      With 

numerous  Plans  and  Drawinjjs  by  the  Author.     7s.  6d. 
Snare  of  the  Fowler,  The.     By  Mrs.  Alexander.     In  One  Vol.,  6s. 
Social  Welfare,  Subjects  of     By  Sir  Lyon  Plavfair,  K  C.B.    7s.  6d. 
Sports  and  Pastimes,  Cassell's  Complete  Book  of.     Cheap  Edition. 

NV  ith  more  than  qoo  Illustrations.    Medium  8vo,  992  pages,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Squire,   The.     Bv  Mrs.  Parr.     In  One  Vol.,  6s. 
Standard  Library,  Cassell's.     Cloth,  2s.  each. 


Adventures     of      Mr. 

Ledbury. 
Ivanhoe. 
Oliver  Twist. 
Selections  from  Hood's 

Works. 
Long-fellow's  Prose 

Woriis. 
Sense  and  Sensibilitv. 
Lytton's  Plays. 
Tales,  Poems,  and 

Sketches.  Bret  Harte. 
Martin  Chuzziewit 

(Two  Vols.). 
The  Prince  of  the 

House  of  David. 
Sheridan's  Plays. 
Uncle  Tom's  Cabin. 
Ue  era  layer. 
Home  and  the  Early 

Christians. 
The    Trials     of    Mar- 
garet Lyndsay. 
Harry  Lorrequer. 
Eugene  Aram. 

Star-Land.      By  Sir  R.  S.  Ball,  LL.D.,  &c.     Illustrated.    6s. 
Storehouse  of  General  Information,  Cassell's.     With  Wood  Engrar 
ings,   Maps,  and  Coloured  Plates.     In  Vols.,  5a.  each. 


Shirley. 
Coniugsby. 
Mary  Barton. 
Tne  Antiquary. 
Nicholas  Niekleby 

(Two  Vols.). 
Jan*-  Eyre. 
Wuthertng  Heights. 
Dombey  and  Son 

(  two  Vols.). 
The  Prairie. 
Night  and  Morning. 
Ke  till  worth. 
Ingoldsby  Legends, 
Tower  of  London. 
The  Pioneers. 
Charles  O'Malley. 
Barnaby  Rudge. 
Cakes  and  Ale. 
The  King's  Own. 
People  I  have  Met. 
The  Pathfinder. 
Evelina. 
Scott's  Poems. 
Last  of  the  Barons. 


Jack  Hlnton. 
Poe's  Works. 
Old  Mortality. 
The  Hour  and  the  Man. 
Handy  Andy. 
Scarlet  Letter. 
Pickwick  (Two  Vola.). 
Last  of  the  Mohicans. 
Pride  and  Prejudice. 
YelJowTJlush  Papers. 
Tales  of  the  Borders. 
Last  Day^  of  Palmyra. 
Washington  Irving's 

Sketeh-Book. 
The  Talisman. 
Bienzi. 

Old  Curiosity  Shop. 
Heart  of  Midlothian. 
Last  Days  of  Pompeii. 
American  Humour. 
Sketches  by  Boz. 
Macaulay'B   Lays  and 


Selections  from  Casstll  ^  Company* s  Publications. 


Story  of  Francis  Cludde,  The.     By  Stanley  J.  Weyman.   6s. 

Stoy  Poems.     For  Young  and  Old.     Edited  by  E.  Davenport.    3s.  6d. 

Successful  Life,   The.     By  An  Elder  Brother.     3s.  6d. 

Sybil  Knox  ;  or,  Home  Again  :  a  Story  of  To-day.  By  Edward 
E.  Hale,  Author  0!  "  East  and  West,"  &c.     6s. 

Teachmg  in  Thr-i-e  Continents.     By  W.  C.  Grasby      6s. 

Tenting  on  the  Plains;  or,  General  Custer  in  Karsas  and  Texas. 
By  Elizabeth  B.  Custer.     Illustrated.     5s. 

Thackeray,  Character  Sketches  from.  Six  New  and  Original  Draw- 
ings by  Frederick  Barnard,  reproduced  in  Photogravure.    21s. 

The  "  Short  Story"  Library. 


Noughts  and  CroB'^es.     By  Q.    58. 

Otto  the  Kniglit,  &c.  By  OCTAVE 
Thanet.    58. 

Fourteen  to  One,  &c.  By  Eliza- 
beth Stuart  Phhlps.    5s. 


Eleven  Possible  Cases.     By  Various 

Authors.     6s. 
Felicia.  By  Miss  FannvMurfree.  5s. 
The  Poet's  Audience,  and  Delilah. 

By  Clara  Savile  Clarke. 


The  "  Treasure  Island"   Series.  Cheap  Illustrated  Editions.     Cloth, 
3s.  6d. each. 

King  Solomon's   Minea     By   H.    I  The  Splendid  Spur.    By  Q. 

Rider  Haggard.                           |  The    Master    of    Ballantrae.      By 

Kidmpped.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 


Treasure    Island.      By    Robert        The    Black    Arrow.      By    Robert 
Louis  Stevenson.  |  Louis  Stevenson. 

Tiny  Luttrell.     By  E.  W.  Hornung,  Author  of  "  A  Bride  from  the  Bush." 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  Two  Vols.     2is. 
Trees,  Familiar,     By  G.  S.  Boulger,  F.L.S.    Two    Series.     With  40 

full-page  Coloured  Plates  by  W.  H.  J.  Boot.     12s,  6d.  each. 
"Unicode":    the   Universal  Telegraphic  Phrase  Book.     Desk  or 

Pocket  Edition.    2s.  6d. 
United    States,    Cassell's    History   of  the.      By    the  late  Edmund 

Ollier.     With  600  Illustrations.     Three  Vols.     gs.  each. 
Universal  History,  Cassell's  Illustrated.     Four  Vols.     gs.  each. 
Verses  Grave  and  Gay.   By  Ellen  Thorneycroft  Fowler.  3s.  6d. 
Vision  of  Saints,  A.     By  Lewis  Morris.     Edition  de  Luxe.     With  20 

Full-page  Illustrations.     21s. 
Waterloo   Letters.       Edited  by  Major-General  H.  T.  Siborne,  late 

Colonel  R.E.     With  numerous  Maps  and  Plans  of  the  Battlefield.     2is. 
Wild   Birds,  Familiar.     By  W.    Swaysland.     Four   Series.     With  40 

Coloured  Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 
Wild   Flowers,    Familiar.     By  F.   E.  Hulme,    F.L.S.,  F.S.A.      Five 

Series.     With  40  Coloured  Plates  in  each.     I2s.  6d.  each. 
V/ood,    Rev.  J.    G.,  Life   of   the.      By  the   Rev.    Theodork  Wood. 

Extra  crown  8vo,  cloth.     Cheap  Edition.     5s. 
Work.     The  Illustrated  Journal  for  Mechanics.    Vol.  IV.,  for  1893,  6s.  6d. 
World  of  W^it   and  Humour,   The.    With  400    Illustrations.    7s.  6d. 
World   of  W^onders.     Two  Vols.     With  400  Illustrations.    78.  6d.  each, 
W^recker,  The.     By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson  and  Lloyd  Osbournk. 

Illustrated.     6s. 
Yule  Tide.     Cassell's  Christmas  Annual.  IS. 

Zero,  the   Slaver  :  A   Romance  of  Equatorial  Africa.     By  Lawrence 
Fletcher.    4s. 


ILLUSTRATED  MAGAZINES. 
The  Quiver.     Enlarged  Series.    Monthly,  6d. 
Cassell's  Family    Magazine.    Monthly,  7d. 
"Little    Folks*'   Magazine.     Monthly,  6d. 
The  Magazine  of  Art.     Monthly,  is. 

*'  Chtims.**    Illustrated  Paper  for  Boys.    Weekly,  id.  ;  Monthly,  6d. 
Cassell's  Sattirday  tTournal.    Weekly,  id. ;  Monthly,  6d. 
Work.    Weekly,  id. ;  Monthly,  6d. 
Cassell's  Complete   Catalogue,   containing  particulars  of  upwards  of 
One  Thousand  Volumes,  will  be  sent  post  free  on  application, 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Ludgate  Hill,  Londam. 


Selections  from  Cassell  «fe  Company's  PuHications. 

gtJbles  an^  !leIigious  lEorks. 

Bible,  Cassell's  Illustrated  Family.  With  gcx)  Illustrations.  Leather, 
gilt  edges,  £2  los. 

Bible  Educator,  The.  Edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Plumptre,  D.D., 
With  Illustrations,  Maps,  &c.      Four  Vols.,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Bible  Student  in  the  British  Museum,  The.  By  the  Rev.  J.  G. 
KiTCHiN,  M.A,    New  and  Revised  Edition,     is.  4d. 

Bible  women  and  Nurses.     Yearly  Volume.     Illustrated.     3s. 

Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.  Illustrated  throughout.  Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ; 
cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

Child's  Bible,  The.     With  200  Illustrations.     150^^  Thousand.     7s.  6d. 

Child's  Life  of  Christ,  The.     With  200  Illustrations.    7s.  6d. 

"Come,  ye  Children."    Illustrated.     By  Rev.  Benjamin  Waugh.     5s. 

Conquests  of  the  Cross.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.     gs.  each. 

Dore  Bible.  With  238  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dor6.  Small  folio, 
best  morocco,  gilt  edges,  £15.  Popular  Edition.  With  200  Illus- 
trations.    15s. 

Early  Days  of  Christianity,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar, 
D.D.,  F.R.S.  Library  Edition.  Two  Vols.,  24s.  ;  morocco,  £2  2s. 
Popular  Edition.  Complete  in  One  Volume,  cloth,  6s. ;  cloth,  gilt 
edges,  7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Family  Prayer-Book,  The.  Edited  by  Rev.  Canon  Gareett,  M.A., 
and  Rev.  S.  Martin.     Extra  crown  4to,  cloth,  5s.  ;  morocco,  i8s. 

Gleanings  after  Harvest.  Studies  and  Sketches  by  the  Rev.  John  R. 
Vernon,  M.A.     Illustrated.    6s. 

"Graven  in  the  Rock."  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Samuel  Kinns,  F.R.A.S., 
Author  of  "  Moses  and  Geology."     Illustrated.     I2S.  6d. 

"Heart  Chords."  A  Series  of  Works  by  Eminent  Divines.  Bound  in 
cloth,  red  edges.  One  Shilling  each. 

My  Bifle.    By  the  Right  Rev.  W.  BOYD 
Carpenter,  Bishop  of  Ripen, 

MV  Father.     By  the  Right  Rev.  ASH- 


TON  OXENDEN,  late  Bishop  of  Mont- 
real. 
My  work  for   God.     By  the  Right 

Rev.  Bishop  COTi  erill. 
My  Object   in   Life.     By  the  Ven. 

Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D. 
My    aspirations.      By    the    Rev.    G. 

Matheson,  D.D. 
My  Emotional  Life.     By  the  Rev. 

Preb.  CHADWICK,  D.D. 
My    Body.     By  the   Rev,   Prof.    W.   G. 

Blaikie.  D.D. 


My  GRO^VTH  in  Divine  Life.    By  the 
Rev.  Preb.  REYNOLDS,  M.A. 


My  SOUU     By  the  Rev.  P.  B.  POWER. 

M.A. 
My  Hereafter.    By  the  Very  Rev. 

Dean  BICKERSTETH. 
My  Walk   with   god.      By  the  Very 

Rev.  Dean  MONTGOMERY. 
MY    AIDS  TO  THE    DiVINE    LIFE.      By 

the  Very  Rev.  Dean  BOYLE. 
MY  SOURCES  OF    STRENGTH.       By  the 

Rev.  E.E.JENKINS,  M.A.,  Secretary 

of  Wesleyan  Missionary  Society. 


Helps  to  Belief.  A  Series  of  Helpful  Manuals  on  the  Religious 
DifiSculties  of  the  Day.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A., 
Canon  of  Worcester.     Cloth,  is.  each. 


Creation.  By  Dr.  H.  Goodwin,  the  late 
Lord  Bishop  of  Carlisle. 

The  Divinity  of  Our  Lord.  By 
the  Lord  Bishop  of  Derry. 

The  Morality  of  the  old  Testa- 
ment. By  the  Rev.  Newman 
Smyth.  D.D. 


Miracles.      By  the    Rev.   Brownlow 

Maitland,  M.A. 
Prayer.     By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth 

Shore,  M.A. 
The  atonement.    By  William  Connor 

Magee,  D.D.,    Late   Archbishop   of 

York. 


Holy  Land  and  the  Bible,  The.     By  the  Rev.  C.  Gkikie,  D.D.,  LL.D, 
(Edin.).    Two  Vols.,  24s.     Illustrated  Edition,  One  Vol.,  21s. 
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Lectures  on  Christianity  and  Socialism.  By  the  Right  Rev.  Alfred 
Barry,  D.D.    Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Life  of  Christ,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S. 
Library  Edition.  Two  Vols.  Cloth,  24s. ;  morocco,  42s.  Cheap 
Illustrated  Edition.  Cloth,  7s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  full  gilt,  gilt  edges, 
IDS.  6d.  Popular  Edition,  in  One  Vol.,  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  ;  cloth, 
gilt  edges,  7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  gilt  edges,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Marriage  Ring,  The.  By  William  Landels,  D.D.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition.     3s.  6d. 

Morning  and  Evening  Prayers  for  Workhouses  and  other  Institutions. 
Selected  by  Louisa  Twining.     2s. 

Moses  and  Geology  ;  or,  The  Harmony  of  the  Bible  with  Science. 
By  the  Rev.  Samuel  Kinns,  Ph.D.,  F.R.A.S.  Illustrated.  New 
Edition  on  Larger  and  Superior  Paper.      8s.  6d. 

My  Comfort  in  Sorrow.     By  Hugh  Macmillan,  D.D.     is. 

New  Light  on  the  Bible  and  the  Holy  Land.  By  B.  T.  A.  Evetts, 
M.A.     Illustrated.    2is. 

Nev/  Testament  Commentary  for  English  Readers,  The.  Edited 
by  the  Rt.  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester 
and  Bristol.  In  Three  Volumes.  2is.  each.  Vol.1. — The  Four  Gospels. 
Vol.  II.— The  Acts,  Romans,  Corinthians,  Galatians.  Vol.  III. — The 
remaining  Books  of  the  New  Testament. 

New  Testament  Commentary.  Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.  Handy 
Volume  Edition.  St.  Matthew,  3s.  6d.  St.  Mark,  3s.  St.  Lutce, 
3s.  6q.  St.  John,  3s.  6d.  The  Acts  01  the  Aposties,  3s.  6d.  Romans, 
2S.  6d.  Corinthians  I.  and  II.,  3s.  Galatians,  Ephesians,  and  Phiiip- 
pians,  3s.  Colossians,  Thessalonians,  and  Timothy,  3s.  Titus, 
Philemon,  Hebrews,  and  James,  3s.  Peter,  Jude,  and  John.  3s. 
The  Revelation,  3s.      An  Introduction  to  the  New  Testament,  3s.  6d. 

Old  Testament  Commentary  for  English  Readers,  The.  Edited 
by  the  Right  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester 
and  Bristol.  Complete  in  Five  Vols.  21s.  each.  Vol.  I.  — Genesis  to  Num- 
bers. Vol.  II.— Deuteronomy  to  Samuel  II.  Vol.  HI.  —  Kings  I.  to 
Esther.     Vol.  IV.— Job  to  Isaiah.     Vol.  V.  —Jeremiah  to  Malachi. 

Old  Testament  Commentary.  Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.  Handy 
Volume  Edition.  Genesis,  3s.  6d.  Exodus,  3s.  Leviticus,  3s. 
Numbers,   2s.  6d.      Deuteronomy,  2S.  6d. 

Protestantism,  The  History  of.  By  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Wylie,  LL.D. 
Containing  upwards  of  600  Original  Illustrations.     Three  Vols,   gs.each. 

Quiver  Yearly  Volume,  The.  With  about  600  Original  Illustrations. 
7s.  6d. 

Religion,  The  Dictionary  o£  By  the  Rev.  W.  Benham,  B.D. 
Cfuap  Edition.     10s.  6d. 

St.  George  for  England  ;  and  other  Sermons  preached  to  Children.  By 
the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Worcester.     5s. 

St.  Paul,  The  Life  and  Work  of.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar, 
D.D.,  F.R.S.,  Chaplain-in-Ordinary  to  the  Queen.  Library  Edition. 
Two  Vols.,  cloth,  24s.  ;  calf,  42s.  Illustrated  Edition,  complete 
in  One  Volume,  with  about  300  Illustrations,  £1  is.  ;  morocco,  £2  2S. 
Popular  Edition.  One  Volume,  8vo,  cloth,  6s. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges, 
7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Shall  We  Know  One  Another  in  Heaven?  By  the  Rt.  Rev,  J.  C. 
Ryle,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Liverpool.     Cheap  Edition.     Paper  covers,  6d. 

Signa   Christi.     By  the  Rev.  James  Aitchison.    s^. 

"bunday,"  Its  Origin,  History,  and  Present  Obligation.  By  the 
Ven.  Archdeacon  Hessey,  D.C.L.     Fifth  Edition.     7s.  6d. 

Twilight  of  Life,  The.  Words  of  Counsel  and  Comfort  for  the 
Aged.    By  the  Rev.  John  Ellerton,  M.A.     is.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cessell  <f  Company's  Publications. 


(BtJucational  Morks  atitr  ^tutienta'  ^annals. 

Agricultural  Text-Books,  Cassell's.  (The  "  Downton  "  Series.)  Edited 
by  John  Wkightson,  Professor  of  Agriculture.  Fully  Illustrated, 
2s.  6d.  each.  Farm  Crops.— By  Prof.  Wrightson.  Soils  and 
Manures.— By  J.  M.  H.  Munro,  D.Sc.  (London),  F.I.C.,  F.C.S. 
Live  Stock.— By  Prof.  Wrightson. 
Alphabet,  Cassell's  Pictorial.  3s.  6d. 
Arithmetics,  The  Modern  School,      By  George  Ricks,  B.Sc.  Lend. 

With  Test  Cards.     {List  on  application.) 
Atlas,  Cassell's  Popular.     Containing  24  Coloured  Maps.    as.  6d. 
Book- Keeping.     By  Theodore  Jones.      For  Schools,  2s.  ;   cloth,  3a. 

For  the  Million,  2s.  ;  cloth,  3s.     Books  for  Jones's  System,  2s. 
Chemistry,  The  Public  School.     By  J.  H.  Anderson,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 
Classical  Texts  for  Schools,  Cassell's.  {A  List  post frei  on  application.) 
Cookery  for  Schools.    By  Lizzie  Heritage.     6d. 
Copy-Books,  Cassell's  Graduated.     Eighteen  Books.     2d.  each. 
Copy-Books,  The  Modern  School.     Twelve  Books.     2d.  each. 
Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  Modern  School  Freehand.     First  Grade, 

IS. ;  Second  Grade,  2s. 
Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  "  New  Standard."    Complete  in  Fojirteen 

Books.     2d.,  3d.,  and  4d.  each. 
Energy   and   Motion.     By  William  Paice,  M.A.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
Euclid,  Cassell's.     Edited  by  Prof.  Wallace,  M.A.     is. 
Euclid,  The  First  Four  Books  of.  New  Edition.  In  paper,  6d. ;  cloth,  gd. 
Experimental  Geometry.     By  Paul  Bert.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
French,  Cassell's  Lessons  in.     New  and  Revised  Edition.     Parts   I. 

and  II.,  each  2s.  6d.  ;  complete,  4s.  6d.     Key,  is.  6d. 
French-English  and   English-French    Dictionary.      Entirely  New 

and  E7ilarged  Edition.     1,150  pages,  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
French  Reader,  Cassell's  Public  School.    By  G.  S.  Conrad.   2s.  6d. 
Gaudeamus.     Songs  for  Colleges  and  Schools.     Editedby  John  Farmer. 

5s.     Words  only,  paper  covers,  6d.  ;  cloth,  gd. 
German    Dictionary,     Cassell's     New      (German-English,     English- 
German).     Cheap  Edition.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Hand-and-Eye  Training.   By  G.  Ricks,  B.Sc.  2  Vols.,  with  16  Coloured 

Plates  in  each  Vol.  Cr.  4to,  6s.  each.  Cards  for  Class  Use,  5  sets,  is.  each. 
Historical    Cartoons,   Cassell's    Coloured.      Size  45  in.  x  35  in.,  2s. 

each.     Mounted  on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  rollers,  5s.  each. 
Historical  Course  for  Schools,  Cassell's.     Illustnitea  throughout. 

1. — Stories  from  English  History,    is.      II. — The   Simple   Outline  of 

English  History',  is.  3d.     III. — The  Class  History  of  England,  2s.  5d. 
Latin  Dictionary,  Cassell's  New^.     (Latin-English  and  English- Latin.) 

Revised  by  J.  R.  V.  Marchant,  M.A.,  and  J.   F.  Charles,   B.A. 

Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Latin  Primer,  The  First.     By  Prof.  Postgate.     is. 
Latin  Primer,  The  New.     By  Prof.  J.  P.  Postgate.    Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 
Latin  Prose  for  Low^er  Forms.     By  M.  A.  Bayfield,  M.A.     zs.  6d. 
Laundry  Work  (How  to  Teach  It).     By  Mrs.  E.  Lord.     6d. 
Laws  of  Every-Day  Life.     By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.    is.  6d. 

Special  Edition  on  Green  Paper  for  Persons  with  Weak  Eyesight.     2s. 
Little  Folks'  History  of  England.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
Making  of  the  Home,  The.     By  Mrs.  Samuel  A.  Barnett.     is.  6d. 
Map-Building  Series,    Cassell's.     Outline  Maps  prepared  by  H.  O. 

Arnold-Forster,  M.P.     Per  Set  of  Twelve,  is. 
Marlborough    Books: — Arithmetic    Examples,    3s.     French   Exercises, 

3s.  6d.    French  Grammar,  2S.  6d.    German  do.,  3s.  6d. 
Mechanics  and  Machine  Design,  Numerical  Examples  in  Practical. 

By  R.  G.  Blai n b,  M. E .   New  a-ad  Rezn'sed  Edition.  With  6g  Diagrams. 

Qoth,  2S.  6d. 
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Mechanics  for  Young  Beginners,  A  First  Book  of.  By  the  Rev. 
J.  G.  Easton,  M.A.     4S.  6d.  .      .    ,,         ,  rr.    .  . 

•'  Model  Joint"  Wall  Sheets,  for  Instruction  in  Manual  Training.  By 
S.  Barter.     Eight  Sheets,  as.  6d.  each.  „,      „ 

Natural  History  Coloured  Wall  Sheets,  Cassell's  New.  i8 
Subjects.  Size  39  by  31  in.    Mounted  on  rollers  and  varnished.   3s.  each. 

Object  Lessons  from  Nature.  By  Prof.  L.  C.  Miall,  F.L.S.  Fully 
Illustrated.    New  and  Enlarged  Edition.    Two  Vols.,  is.  6d.  each. 

Perspective,  The  Principles  of.  By  G.  Trobridge.  Illustrated.  Paper, 
IS.  6d. ;  cloth,  as.  6d.  ,,  „  ^  „    „ 

Physiology  for  Schools.  By  A.  T.  Schofield,  M.D.,  M.R.C.S.,&c. 
Illustrated.  Cloth,  IS.  gd.  ;  Three  Parts,  paper  covers,  sd.  each  ;  or 
cloth  limp,  6d.  each.  •„     ,         .         , 

Poetry  Readers,  Cassell's  New.  Illustrated.  12  Books,  id.  each ;  or 
complete  in  one  Vol.,  cloth,  IS.  6d.  .  ,  ^     .     ,  r^ 

Popular  Educator,  Cassell's  NEW.  With  Revised  Text,  New  Maps, 
New  Coloured  Plates,  New  Type,  &c.  In  8  Vols.,  5s.  each;  or  in 
Four  Vols.,  half-morocco,  50s.  the  set. 

Readers,  Cassell's  "Higher  Class."     {List  on  application.) 

Readers,  Cassell's  Readable.     Illustrated.     {List  on  application.) 

Readers  for  Infant  Schools,  Coloured.     Three  Books.    4d.  each. 

Reader,  The  Citizen.  By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.  Illustrated. 
IS.  6d.    Also  a  Scottish  Edition,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Reader,  The  Temperance.    By  Rev.  J.  Dennis  Hird.    Cr.  8vo,  is.  6d. 

Readers,  The  "  Modern  School"  Gtographical.  {List  on  application.) 

Readers,  The  "Modern   School."    Illustrated.     {List  on  application.) 

Reckoning,  Howard's  Anglo-American  Art  of.  By  C.  Frusher 
Howard.     Paper  covers,  is.  ;  cloth,  2S.     New  Edition,  5s. 

Round  the  Empire.     By  G.  R.  Parkin.     Fully  Illustrated,     is.  6d. 

Science  Applied  to  Work.     By  J.  A.  Bower,    is. 

Science  of  Everyday  Life.    ByJ.A.  Bower.     Illustrated,     is. 

Shade  from  Models,  Common  Objects,  and  Casts  of  Ornament, 
How  to.     By  W.  E.   Sparkes.    With  25   Plates  by  the  Author.    3s. 

Shakspere's  Plays  for  School  Use.    5  Books.     Illustrated.     6d.  each. 

Spelling,  A  Complete  Manual  of.     By  J.  D.  Morell,  LL.D.     is. 

Technical   Manuals,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout : — 

Handrailing  and  Staircasing,  3s.  6d. — Bricklayers,  Drawing  for,  3s. — 
Building  Construction,  2S.  —  Cabinet-Makers,  Drawing  for,  3s.  — 
Carpenters  and  Joiners,  Drawing  for,  3s.  6d. — Gothic  Stonework,  3s. — 
Linear  Drawing  and  Practical  Geometry,  2S. — Linear  Drawing  and 
Projection. — The  Two  Vols,  in  One,  3s.  6d. — Machinists  and  Engineers, 
Drawing  for,  4s.  6d. — Metal-Plate  Workers,  Drawing  for,  3s. — Model 
Drawing,  3s. — Orthographical  and  Isometrical  Projection,  2s. — Practical 
Perspective,  3s. — Stonemasons,  Drawing  for,  3s. — Applied  Mechanics, 
by  Sir  R.  S.  Ball,  LL.D.,  2s. — Systematic  Drawing  and  Shading,  2s. 

Technical  Educator,  Cassell's.    Revised  Edition.    Four  Vols.  5s.  each. 

Technology,  Manuals  of.  Edited  by  Prof.  Avrton,  F.R.S.,  and 
Richard  Wormell,  D.Sc,  M.A.  Illustrated  throughout : — 
The  Dyeing  of  Textile  Fabrics,  by  Prof.  Hummel,  5s. — Watch  and 
Clock  Making,  by  D.  Glasgow,  Vice-President  of  the  British  Horo- 
logical  Institute,  4s.  6d. — Steel  and  Iron,  by  Prof.  W.  H.  Greenwood, 
F.C.S.,  M.I.C.E.,  &c.,  5S.— Spinning  Woollen  and  Worsted,  by  W.  S. 
B.  McLaren,  M.P.,4S.  6d.— Desigii  in  Textile  Fabrics,  by  T.  R.  Ashen- 
hurst,  4s.  6d. — Practical  Mechanics,  by  Prof.  Perry,  M.E.,  3s.  6d. — 
Cutting  Tools  Worked  by  Hand  and  Machine,  by  Prof.  Smith,  3s.  6d. 

Things  New  and  Old  ;  or,  Stories  from  English  History.  By 
H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.  Fully  Illustrated,  and  strongly  bound 
in  Cloth.  Standards  I.  &  II.,  od.  each;  Standard  III.,  is.; 
Standard  IV.,  is.  3d.  ;  Standards  V.,  VI.,  &  VII.,  is.  6d.  each. 

This  World  of  Ours.    By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.    lUusd    3s.  6d 


StUctions  from  Cassell  f  Company's  Publications. 


gooka  for  ^oung  ^^eopk. 

"Little  Folks"  Half- Yearly  Volume.    Containing  432  410  pages,  with 
about  200  Illustrations,  and  Pictures  in  Colour.  Boards,  3s.  6d. ;  cloth,  5s. 

Bo-Peep.     A  Book  for  the  Little  Ones.     With  Original  Stories  and  Verses. 
Illustrated  throughout.   Yearly  Volume.    Boards,  2s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Bashful  Fifteen.     By  L.  T.  Meade.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d. 

The  Peep  of  Day.     CasseUs  lUustrated  Edition.     2s.  6d. 

Maggie  Steele's  Diary.     By  E.  A,  Dillwyn.     zs.  6d. 

A    Bundle    of   Tales.      By  Maggie  Bkowne     (Author  of  "  Wanted— a 
King,"  &c.),  Sam  Browxe,  and  Aunt  Ethel.     3s.  6d. 

Fairy  Tales  in  other  Lands.    By  Julia  Goddakd.    Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

PleasantWork  for  Busy  Fingers.  By  Maggie  Browne.  Illustrated.  5s. 

Born  a  King.     By  Frances  and  Mary  Arnold-Forster.     (The  Life  of 
Alfonso  XIII.,  the  Boy  King  of  Spain.)     Illustrated,     is. 

Cassell's  Pictorial  Scrap  Book.     In  Six  Sectional  Vols.,  paper  boards, 
3s.  6d.  each. 

Schoolroom    and    Home    Theatricals.     By  Arthur  Waugii.     Illus- 
trated.    2s.  6d. 

Magic  at  Home.     By  Prof  Hoffman.     Illustrated.     Cloth  gilt,  5s. 

Little  Mother  Bunch.  By  Mrs.  Molesworth.  Illustrated.  Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Pictures  of  School  Life  and  Boyhood.     Selected  from  the  best  Authors. 
Edited  by  Percy  Fitzgerald,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 

Heroes  of   Every-day  Life.    By  Laura  Lane.     With  about  20  Full- 
page  Illustrations.     Cloth.     2S.  6d. 

Books  for  Young  People.     Illustrated.     Cloth  gilt,  5s.  each. 

The   Cliampion   of    Odiu;     or,     I    Bound  by  a  SpeU;  or.  The  Hunted 
Vildng  liife  in  the  Days  of  Witch  of  the  Forest.     By   the 

Old.     By  J.  Fred.  Hodgetts.  |  Hon.  Mrs.  Greene. 

Under  Bayard's  Banner.    By  Henry  Frith. 

Books  for  Young  People.     Illustrated.    3s.  6d.  each. 


♦The  "Whit ,  House  at  Inch  G-ow. 

By  Mrs.  Pitt, 
»A  Sweet  Girl  Graduate.  By  L.  T. 

Meade. 
•The  King's  Command:  A  Story 
for  Girls.  By  Maggie  Symirgto.i. 
Lost  in  Samoa.     A  Tale  of  Adven- 
ture in  the  Navigator  Islands.  By 
Edward  S.  EUis. 
Tac;  or,  "Getting  Even''  with 
Him.    By  Edward  S.  EUis. 
*The  Palace  Beautiful.    By  L.  T. 
Mcade. 

*  A  ho  procurable  in  superior  binding,  5s.  each. 
Crown  8vo  Library.     Ch€aJ>  Editions.     Gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  each, 


*PoUjr:  A  New-Fashioned  Girl.  By 
L.  T.  Meade. 

"Follow   My   Leader."     By  Talbot 
Baines  Reed. 
•The  Cost  of  a  Mistake.     By  Sarah 

Pitt. 
*A  World  of  Girls:    The  Story  of 

a  School.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 
Lost    aino^ig  White   Africans.    Bv 

David  Ker. 
For  Fort  ,,  o  and  Glory:  j1  Story  of 
the    Soudan    War.      By    Lewis 
Hough. 


Kambles  Round  London.    By  C. 

L.  Matiaux.    Illustrated. 
Around  and  About  Old  Engl  md. 

By  C.  I-  M.iteaui.     Illustrated. 
Paws  and  Claws.     By  one  of  the 

Authors  of  "  Poemi  written  fjr  a 

Child."     Illustrated. 
Decisive    Events    in    Histcry. 

B',   Ihomas  Archer.  WithOri^al 

lUus  rations. 
The   xrue    Hobinson    Crusocs. 

Cloth  gilt. 
Peeps  ADroadfor  Folks  at  Horn  \ 

lUuslratfed  thi.ui'hout 


Wild  Adventures  in  Wild  Places. 

By  D.-.  G.rdon  Steblcs,  R.N.    Illus- 
trated. 
Modern    Explorers.        By     Thorr.as 

Fro>t.    Illustrated.  A'ew  atid  C/uap-.r 

Euiiion. 
Early  Explorers.     By Thtmas  Frost 
Home  Chat  with  our  Young  Folis. 

Illustrated  througliouL 
Jungle,  Peak,  aaa  Plain.    Illustrated 

tbroughjut. 
The  Bng.and  of  Shakespeare.    By 

E.    Goadby.      With    Full-page   lllus- 

tratiaio. 


Selection i  from  CasstU  #  Company's  PuiUcaHom. 

Illustrated.     2s.  6d.  each. 
Tlirougli    Trial   to    Triumpli.      By 

Madeline  B.  Hunt. 
By  Fire  and  Sword:    A   Story  of 

the     Huguenots.       By     Thomas 

Archer. 
Adam  Hepburn's  Vow:    A  Tale  of 

Kirk  and  Covenant.     By  Annie 

S.  Swan. 
iSo.  XIII.;    or,  Tlie  Story  of  the 

Lost   VestaL       A   Tale    of  Early 

Christian  Days.    By  Emma  Marsliall. 


The  "Cross  and  Crown"    Series. 

Freedom's  Sword :  A  Story  of  the 

Days    cf    Wallace    and    Bruce. 

By  Annie  S.  Swan. 
Strong  to  Suffer:    A    Story  of 

the  Jews.     By  E.  Wynne. 
Heroes  of  the  Indian  Empire; 

or.    Stories    of  Valour    and 

Victory.    By  Ernest  Foster. 
In  Letters  of  Flame :   A  Story 

of  the  Waldeuses.     By  C.  L. 

Mat^aux. 


'Golden  Mottoes  "  Series,  The.    Each  Book  containing  208  pages,  with 
Four  full-page  Original  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  each. 
the 


'  Nil    Desperandum."      By 
Rev.  F.  Langbridge,  M.A. 


Honour  is  my  G-uide."     By  Jeanie 

Heriiig  (Mrs.  Adams-Acton). 
Aim  at  a  Sure   End."     By  Emily 

Searchfield. 
He  Conquers  who  Endures."    By 

the  Author  of  "May  Cunninghams 

Trial,"  &c. 
Each  containing  about  Sixty  Pages  of 


"Bear  and  Forbear."    By  Sarah 

Pitt. 
"Foremost  if  I  Can."    By  Helen 
Atteridge. 
Cassell's  Picture  Story  Books. 

Pictures  and  Stories,  &c.     6d.  each. 
Little  Talks.  Daisy's  Story  Book, 

Bright  Stars.  Dot's  Story  Booii. 

Nursery  Toys.        A  Nest  of  Stories. 
Pet'.s  Posy.  Good-Night  Stories. 

Tiny  Tales.  Chats  for  Small  Chatterers 

Cassell's    Sixpenny    Story    Books.       All  Illustrated,   and   containing 
Interesting  Stories  by  well-known  writers, 


Auntie's  Stories. 
Birdie's  Story  Book, 
Littie  Chimes. 
A  Sheaf  of  Tales. 
Dewdrop  Stories. 


The  Smuggler's  Cave. 

Little  Lizzie. 

Little  Bird,  Life   and   Adven- 

tiires  of. 
Ltike  Barnicott. 


The  Boat  Club. 

Littie  Piekles. 

The  Elchester  College  Boya 

My  First  Cruise. 

The  Little  Peacemakers 


Shoncllff 
Roy's 


The  Delft  Jug. 

Cassell's  Shilling  Story  Books.  All  Illustrated,  and  containing  Interest- 
ing Stories. 

Surly  Bob. 
The  Giant's  Cradle. 
Shag  and  Doll. 
Aunt  Lucia's  Locket. 
The  Magic  Mirror. 
The  Cost  of  Kevenge. 
Clever  Prank. 
Among  the  Redskins. 
The  Ferryman  of  Brill. 
Harry  Maxwell. 
A  Banished  Monarch. 
Seventeen  Cats. 

Containing  interesting  Stories 

IS.  6d. 
Indoors  and  Out. 
Some  Farm  Friends. 
Wandering  Ways. 
Dumb  Friends. 
Those  Golden  Sands. 
Little  Mothers  &  their  Children. 
Our  Pretty  Pets. 
Our  Schoolday  Hours. 
Cx-eatures  Tame. 
Creatures  Wild. 


Bunty  and  the  Boys. 
The  Heir  of  Elmdale. 
The      Mystery     at 

School. 
Claimed    at    Last,   and 

Reward. 
Thorns  and  Tangles. 
The  Cuckoo  in  the  Robin's  Nest. 
John's  Mistake. 
The    History    of    Five    Little 

Pitchers. 
Diamonds  in  the  Sand. 

Illustrated  Books  for  the  Little  Ones. 
All  Illustrated,      is.  each  ;  cloth  gilt, 
Firelight  Stories. 
Suniight  and  Shade. 
Rub-a-Dub  Tales. 
Fine  Feathers  and  Fluffy  Fur. 
Scr.^mbles  and  Scrapes. 
Tittle  Tattle  Tales. 
Up  and  Down  the  Garden. 


Sorts  of  Adventures 
Our  Sunday  Stories. 
Our  Holiday  Hours. 
Albums  for  Children 


3s.  6d.  each. 


The  Album  for  Home,  School, 
and  Play.  Contaiaing  Stories  by 
Popular    Authors.      lUustrated. 

My   Own   Album    of   Animals. 

With  FuUpa^e  lUustratioas. 


With 


Picture  Album  of  All  Sorts. 

Full-page  lUustratioas. 
The    Chit-CUAt   Album.      lUustratsd 

throughout 


Selections  from  Cassell  #  Company s  Publications, 

"  Wanted— a  King  "  Series.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d.  each. 
Great  Grandmamma.    By  Georgina  M.  Sj-nge. 
Eobin'e  Kide.     By  EJlinor  Davenport  Adams. 

Wanted— a  Kin.; ;  or.  How  Merie  set  the  Nvirs.  ry  Khymes  to  Rights. 
By  Maggie  Browne.    With  Original  Designs  by  Harry  Fumiss. 
The    World's    Workers.      A  Series   of  New   and   Original    Volumes. 
With  Portraits  printed  on  a  tint  as  Frontispiece,     is.  each. 


Charles  Haddon  Spurgeon. 
G.  HoLDEN  Pike. 


By  Rose 
By 


Florence  Nightingale,  Catherine 
Marsh,  Frances  Ridley  Haver- 
gal,  Mrs.  Ranyard  ("L.  N.  R."J. 
By  Lizzie  AUdridge. 

Dr.  Guthrie,  Father  Mathew, 
Elihu  Burritt,  George  Livesey. 


Dr.  Arnold  of  Rugby, 
E.Selfe. 

The  Earl  of  Shaftesbury 
Henry  Frith. 

Sarah  Robinson,    Agnes  Wes- 
ton, and  Mrs.  Meredith.    By 

E.  M.  Tomkinson. 
Thomas  A.  Edison  and  Samuel 

F.  B.  Morse.     By  Dr.  Denslow 
and  J.  Marsh  Parker.  I 

Mrs.  SomerviUe  and  Mary  Car-    1 
penter.     By  Phyllis  Browne.  I 

General    Gordon.     By   the    Rev. 

S.  A.  Swaine. 
Charles   Dickens.     By  his  Eldest 

Daughter. 
Sir  Titus   Salt  and  George 
Moore.    By  J.  Burnley.  ' 

David  Livingstone 
•»•  Theabffve  M'orks  {txcluding  RiCHAKD  COBDEN  a«(^  CHARLES  HADDON 
Spurgeon)  can  also  be  had  Three  in  On*  Vol.,  cloth,  sUi  edges,  jr. 
Library    of  Wonders.     Illustrated   Gift-books    for    Boys.     Paper,    is. 
cloth,  IS.  6d. 
Wonderful  Adventures.  I  Wonders    of   Bodily  Strength 

Wonderlul  Escapes.  |  and  Skill. 

Illustrated. 
Faith's  Father. 
By  Land  and  Sea. 
The  Young  Berringtona. 
Jeff  and  Leff. 
Tom  Morris's  Error. 
Worth  more  than  Gold. 
"ThroTigh  Flood— Through  Fira;" 

and  other  Stories. 
The  Girl  with  the  Golden  Looks. 
Stories  of  the  Olden  Time. 


jjy  John  W.  Kirton,  LL.D. 
Sir    Henry    Hav clock    and    CoUn 

Campbell  Lord  Clyde.     By  E,  C. 

PhilUps. 
Abraham  Lincoln.    By  Ernest  Foster. 
George  Miiller  and  Andrew  Reed. 

By  E.  R.  Pitman. 
Richard  Cobden.    By  R.  Gowing. 
Benjamin   Franklin.    By  E.  M. 

Tomkinson. 
Handel.    By  Eliza  Clarke.  fSwaine. 

Turner  the  Artist.     By  the  Rev.  S.  A. 
George   and   Robert    Stephenson. 

By  C.  L.  Matfiaux. 
By  Robert  Smiles. 


I 

Cassell's  Eighteenpenny  Story  Books 
Wee  WtUie  W^mkie.  " 

Ups  and  Downs  of  a  Donkey's 

Life. 
Three  Wee  Ulster  Lassies. 
Up  the  Ladder. 

Dick's  Hero ;  and  other  Storieg. 
The  Chip  Boy. 
Raggles,     BJiggles,     and     the 


Qift    Books    for    Young   People. 

Original  Illustrations  in  each. 
The  Boy  Hunters  of  Kentucky. 

By  Edward  S.EUis. 
Red   Feath.:r:    a    Tale   of 

American      Frontier. 

Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Seeking  a  City. 
Rhoda's    Reward;    or. 

Wishes  were  Horses." 
Jack  Marston's  AJichor. 
Frank's    Life-Battle;    or 

Three  Friends. 
Fritters.    By  Sarah  Pitt. 
The  Two  Hardcastles.    By  Made- 
line Bonavia  Hunt. 


the 
By 


If 


The 


Cassell's  Two-Shilling  Story  Books.     Illustrated. 


By  Popular  Authors.      With  Four 
Cloth  gilt,  IS.  6d.  each. 

Major  Monk's  Motto.     By  the  Rey. 

F.  Langbridge. 
TrLxy.     By  Maggie  Symington. 
Rags  and  Rainbows:    A  Story  of 

Thanksgiving. 
Uncle  William's  Charges;  or.  The 

Broken  Trust. 
Prettj'  Pink's   Purpose;    or,    The 

Little  Street  Merchants. 
Tim   Thomson's    TriaL     By  George 

Weatherly. 
Ursula's  Stumbling-Block.    By  Julia 

Goddard. 
Ruth's    Life-Work.      By  the  Rev. 

Joseph  Johnson. 


Stories  of  the  Tower. 
Mr.  Burke's  Nieces. 
May  Cunningham's  Trial. 
The  Top  of  the  Ladder :  How  to 

Reach  it. 
Little  Flotsam. 
Madge  and  Her  Friends. 
The  Children  of  the  Court. 
Maid  Mariory- 
Pegg^,  and  other  Tales. 


The  Foui-  Cats  of  the  Tippertona. 
Marion's  Two  Homes. 
Little  Folks'  Sunday  Book- 
Two  Fourpenny  Bits, 
Poor  Nelly. 
Tom  Heriot. 

Throo^b  Peril  to  Forttin*. 
Aunt  Tabitha's  Waifs. 
In  Mischief  Again. 


SeUctions  from  Cassell  4r  Company s  Publications. 


Cheap  Editions  of  Popular  Volumes  for  Young  People 

cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  each. 
In  Quest  of  Gold;    or,   Under 

the  Whang  a  Falls. 
On    Board    tlie   Esy^uralda ;     or, 

Martin  Lei.ili's  Log. 
The    Romance    of   Invention: 

Vignettes  from  the  Annals 

of  Industry  and  Science. 

The  "Deerfoot"  Series.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.    With  Four  full-pase 
Illustrations  in  each  Book.     Cloth,  bevelled  boards,  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  Hunters  of  the  Ozark.  |       The  Camp  in  the  Mountains 
Ihe  Last  War  Trail. 


Bound  in 

For  Queen  and  King. 
Ebther  \\  est. 
Three  Homes. 
Workiug  to  Win. 
Perils    Afloat    and    Bri^-ards 
Ashore. 


The   "Log  Cabin"  Series.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.    With  Four  Full- 
page  Illustrations  in  each.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Lost  Trail.  |  Camp-Pire  and  Wigwam. 

Footprints  in  the  Forest. 

The  "Great  River"  Series.      By   Edward    S.    Ellis.      Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bevelled  boau-ds,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Down  the  Mississippi.  |  LoEt  in  the  Wilds. 

Up  the  Tapajos;  or.  Adventures  in  Brazil. 

The  "  Boy  Pioneer  "_  Series.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     With  Four  Full- 
page  Illustrations  in  each  Book.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  as.  6d.  each. 

Ned  in  the  Woods.    A  Tale   of    I    Ned  on  the  Siver.    A  Tale  of  Indian 
Early  Days  in  the  West.  |  River  Warfare. 

Ned  in  the  Block  House.    A  Story  of  Pioneer  Life  in  Kentucky. 


The   "World   in   Pictures."      Illustrated  throughout     2s.  6d.  each. 


A  Bamble  Round  France. 

AU  the  Russias. 

Chats  about  Germany. 

The    Land     of    the    Pj,  ramida 

(Egjrpt). 


Peeps  into  China. 


aue  Eastern  Wonderland  (Japan). 
Glimpses  of  South  America. 
Round  Africa. 

The  Land  of  Temples  (India). 
The  Isles  of  the  Pacific. 


Half-Crown  Story  Books. 
Little  Hinges. 
Margaret's  Enemy. 
Pen's  Perplexities. 
Notable  Shipwrecks. 
Golden  Days. 
Wonders  of  Common  Things. 


Truth  will  Out. 

Soldier  and  Patriot  (George  Wash- 
ington). 

The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of 
Life.     By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Landels. 

At  the  South  Pole. 


Books  for  the  Little  Ones. 

Bhymes  for  the  Young  Polk. 
By  William  Allingham.  Beautifully 
Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

The  History  Scrap  Book;  With 
nearly  1,000  Engravings.  Cloth- 
7s.  6d. 


My  Diary.     With  12  Coloured   Plates 

and  366  Woodcuts.     Is. 
The    Sunday    Scrap    Book.     Wit!i 

Several  Hundred  llTustratiotis.    Pajv:,' 

boards,  3s.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges.  Ch. 
The  Old  Fairy  Tales.    WithOrig^iial 

Illustrations.       Boards,    Is.;     clotli, 

Is.ed. 


Cassell  &  Company's  Complete  Catalogue  will  be  sent  post 

free  on  application  t« 


CASSELL  &  COMPANY,   Limited,  Ludgatt    Hill, 


